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Telephone No. 2944 Central. 



H. CUNNINGHAM, 



. Hailor . 



1 6 BOTH WELL STREET, 
GLASGOW. 



Specialist in Regulation 

RIDING BREECHES, OFFICERS' UNIFORMS, and 
SPORTING GARMENTS. 



Miss L. Y. REID, 

. . Newsagent and Tobacconist, . . 

<^X Ayr Street, TROON. K^ 

Large Selection of 7d. and 1s. NOVELS. 
Circulating Library with all Latest Publications. 



Popular Brands of 

TOBACCOS and CIGARETTES. 



TOYS and STATIONERY. ^ LEATHER GOODS and CREST CHINA. 

— Stationery and Visiting Cards Printed at Shortest Notice. — 
Large Variety of Picture Post Cards — Local Studies and Comics. 

Agent in Troon for "THE OUTPOST" Magazine. 



THE OUTPOST. 



TYPEWRITERS 



A, 



GENUINE REBUILT 

No. 3 OLIVERS, = 

No. 5 OLIVERS, = 

No. 7 REMINGTONS, - 

No. 10 REMINGTONS, - 

No. 4 SMITH PREMIERS, = 

No. 5 UNDERWOODS, = 

No. 1 ROYALS, = 

No. 5 ROYALS, = 



£7 5/= 
£8 15/= 
£7 
£11 
£6 5/= 
£11 
£7 5/= 
£10 10/= 



W SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET. -*a 

GIBSON, bookseller, 45 Q ueen St., GLASGOW. 



Where Comfort Reigns 

THE ROYAL RESTAURANT LOUIS XVI. 

. At JOHN ANDERSON'S . 

Smoke Room, Rest Room, Writing Room, with Games, Magazines, and Newspapers provided for Patrons. 

EXCELLENT ORCHESTRA DISCOURSES MUSIC DAILY. 
PoOVll&r Features WE"- -Afternoon Tea and Cakes daintily served, and the Polytechnic 
:=^=====^= Shilling Luncheon, which everyone enjoys. 



NOW OPEN TO THE PUBLIC 



The 
Magnificent 



New Byzantine Gallery 

'THE Managing Director most cordially invites the honour of an early visit to view this 
* beautiful extension to the Warehouse. See the great new Pillared Hall with its 
magnificent Stained Glass Roof and Windows, and its Walls Frescoed and Hand-Painted 
iu all the glowing colours of the Orient. 

ONE OF THE FINEST HALLS IN EUROPE. 



Take Electric Elevator to the BYZANTINE GALLERY at JOHN ANDERSON'S 



ROYAL POLYTECHNIC Ltd. 



Argyle Street, Dunlop Street, 

Croy Place, and Queen's Court, 

GLASGOW. 



Managing: Director, 



EDWARD A. GAMBLE. 
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- ROGERSON, 

13 AYR STREET, TROON, 

Supplies the 

FINEST QUALITY of GROCERIES and P ROVISIONS 

AT CITY PRICES. 



Detailed PRICE LIST to be had on application. Telephone No. 47 Troon. 



ALSO AT 

KILMARNOCK, IRVINE, DARVEL, and NEWMILN5. 



For Economical Golf _ 
use a CRAIGPARK ** ^ 



"MONO 



» GOLF 
BALL 



1/- 



Each. 



A Rubber Cored Ball giving excellent service. 



Made by 



The Craigpark Electric Cable Co., Ltd., 

SPRINGBURN, GLASGOW. 
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(— * When in Glasgow — i 

» DINE AT THE • ■ 



CORN EXCHANGE RESTAURANT 

. (Opposite Central Station) . 

84 GORDON STREET, 

or the 



TRADES' HOUSE RESTAURANT 

89 GLASSFORD STREET. 



SMITH (GLASGOW), LTD. 

Catering Specialists. 



TELEGRAMS: "CATERERS," GLASGOW. 

TELEPHONES: { Cen ^| If* (3 LinesK 
1 Cell o<£. 
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CROSS, TROON. 



FOR THE BEST Q.UALITY 
IN EVERY DEPARTMENT 



Wines, Spirits, Groceries, Provisions. 



Leading House Agent for the best Furnished Houses in Troon. 



ROBT. <J. SMITH 



Practical Hand=Sewn Shoemaker and Repairer. 
REPAIRS RECEIVED BY POST HAVE IMMEDIATE ATTENTION. 



I keep all Lasts and Measures, 
so will be pleased to have repeat orders 
from Officers and Men who favoured 




me. 



Allow me to thank one and all. 
Your obedient Servant, 

ROBT. J. SMITH. 



15 Ayr Street, TROON. 
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WM. YOUNGER & CO., Ltd 



CELEBRATED 



PALE and MILD ALES. 



Cr == \ 

As supplied to CANTEENS and MESSES 

all over the BRITISH EMPIRE. 0% 

% J) 



Glasgow Office: Abbey & Holy rood Breweries, 

24 GEORGE SQUARE. EDINBURGH. 



Toric Lenses. 



I make a speciality of these. 
They cost more, but give a 
much extended field of view. 



Made in my own works. Perfect in every way. 



Field of View ^ ~*«,^ I IfipL " *""-^ IfWL^^liL. Field ° f View 

using- ordinary •& " llte^®//, _> ' s l r^FW//, using- Toric 

Lens is sharp in '4$^?-^' ' ** Jw^^Km Lens is shar P 

centre only, . . .-' W'- •*"\Hl» — * a *' over - • • • 

— ft"' " R ^ = 

JL M^\*J X JL HI\i Manufacturing Optician, 

. 40 Gordon Street, GLASGOW . 
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FOR SOLDIERS. 



Khaki Coloured Oilskin Coats, 18/6 and 22/6 

For MUDDY CAMPS nothing can surpass our 
all RUBBER WELLINGTON BOOTS, 
12/6, 15/6, and 17/6 

Military Shape, - 15/6 and 18/6 per pair. 
Sent to any part of the U.K. 
. on receipt of remittance . 

WATERPROOF SLEEPING BAGS, 
19/3, 21/-, 27/9 

WADING STOCKINGS, 12/6, 15/- per pair. 

MILITARY WATERPROOF CAP 

COVERS, - 1.- and 1/3 each. 

Sent post free on remittance. 



MOTOR CYCLING SUITS, in double texture 

material, guaranteed thoroughly Waterproof, 

Jacket and Overall Leggings, at 21/-, 27/6, 

35 -, and 50/- per suit complete. 

CYCLING CAPES, PONCHOS and 
— LEGGINGS, from 5/6 upwards. — 

All Rubber OVERALL A10T0R CYCLING 

LEGGINGS, made to fit over walking boots. 
Tan Colour, - - only 18/6 per pair. 

OFFICERS' KITS and GROUND SHEETS 

at moderate prices. 



CURRIE, THOMSON & CO. 

45 JAMAICA STREET U^Ireet), GLASGOW. 




FOR 



H=f ACTIVE SERVICE 



KNIFE, FORK AND SPOON. 7iin. 

Nickel Silver, 4/- 

Electro Plate, 7/- 

H. M. Silver, 37A 

Khaki Cases, I/- extra. 



MARCHING AND 
PRISMATIC 

COMPASSES. 

Day and Night. 



The "Soldier's' Camera 

FITS ANY POCKET. 



POCKET CAMERAS. 

TRENCH POCKET LAMPS. 

PEDOMETERS 

(Registering Mileage Walked). 





Open for use. Made in 2 Sizes. 

No. I Ensignette (for Pictures 2} x IJ). 
No. 2 Ensignette (for Pictures 3 x 2). 




W. W. Scott & Co. ud. 



NOTE-Our only Address. 



Ophthalmic Opticians, 

180 Sauchiehall Street, GLASGOW. 
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No. 5. 



JUNE. 



1915. 



The Fire Alarm. 



OUR first Wednesday at Prees Heath Camp 
will long live in the memory of the 
Battalion, not so much on account of the 
sensation we created in the district by our 
turn-out in scant attire for the usual sports' 
parade, but for the more scantily clad parade 
which disturbed our slumber later in the 
evening. Amid the nightly din to be heard in 
the Mad Musicians' hut, the Egyptian mummy 
was asked what he would do in case of fire 
breaking out, and he facetiously remarked, 
" Call out the Guard, of course." The mummy, 
we might explain, rolls himself up in his three 
blankets, and then securely fastens the ends 
with a host of safety pins. " Lights out " had, 
as it seemed to our sleepy heads, just sounded, 
when an awful uproar brought us partially to 
our senses. At first it looked as if the eleven 
o'clock pass contingent had just arrived, but no : 
something unusual had occurred, and the word 
flew round that fire had broken out. The flare 
which lit up our hut windows lent colour to the 
rumour, and this was confirmed by the ensuing 
bugle calls and whistle blasts. So we woke up. 
It was evidently a case of every man for himself, 
and we scrambled into the nearest articles of 
apparel we could feel in the confusing darkness. 
One man, who appeared in nothing but pyjamas, 
and evidently thought shaving for parade was of 
first importance, clung tenaciously to his safety 
razor, and it was said afterwards that quite a 



number had made their way to the parade 

ground with nothing on but a grim look and 

their money belts. 

We were a motley crew, probably very like 
the survivors of a wrecked liner, but assurance 
was soon given when we heard the commanding 
voice of our Sergeant-Major call for " less noise 
on parade," just as if we were on parade. 
Squads were flying past by this time, and we 
were sure the Company on duty would get 
V.C.'s galore by the shape they were making. 
What if the fire spread to Whitchurch and the 
ladies of the League of Honour were imperilled ? 
What a picnic. It would give us a chance to 
take some of them in our strong arms for once 
at least. But the phantom stretchers were only 
the fire-screens, and the picquet must have been 
successful in their labours, as not even the glare 
of a lighted match was now to be seen. 

'Tallion — 'Shun — Dis — miss ! 

We could scarcely believe our ears when we 
heard the clear, metallic ring of the Adjutant's 
voice scattering the parade and shattering our 
hopes of some midnight fun. We had at least 
expected half-an-hour's " Swedish " to complete 
the last hour's work of the fast-closing day, but 
that was reserved for our usual seven a.m. 
parade next day. Snores greeted our entrance 
to the hut and we asked ourselves, "was it 
possible ? " Yes. The Egyptian mummy had 
blissfully slept through it all. Decoy. 



122 



THE OUTPOST. 



Do You Know. 

'"PHAT boot polish should not be used for 
cleaning windows ? Window cleaning may 
be done as follows : — Take a clean wet cloth in 
the right hand, and grasping the window 
(turned right inside) firmly in the left, pass the 
cloth gentlv over the surface of the panes (care 
should be taken not to press too heavily and so 
break the glass). Without releasing the grasp 
of the left hand, now take a clean, dry cloth in 
the right hand and go through the motions 
again. The' window will now be seen to assume 
a streaky appearance. It is cleaned. Cut 
away the left hand sharply to the side. 



That during hut inspections private food, etc., 
may be placed under the beds, forming a rear 
rank to the rows of boots. The boot itself 
makes an excellent butter-cooler, it should 
not, however, be used as such by people of 
doubtful memory. 



That much innocent fun may be had by 
sneaking out on to the parade ground about 
j 2 midnight, and sounding the ' Alarm ' on a 
stolen bugle. Do not be alarmed if you do not 
get full credit for the joke just at once ; you 
will become famous within 12 hours without 
any further effort on your part. 



That even if all the loaves issued to the 
Battalion since arrival at Prees were placed end 
on end any clear night, they would not reach 
nearly to the moon. 



That if all the rifles were placed perpendi- 
cularly in one column end on end they would 
reach up to a fair height. This has been tried, 
but it is not good for the rifles. 



That if all the benches in the Battalion huts 
were placed in a row on the Prees-Whitchurch 
road, the hut orderlies would die of fatigue 
during the dav and blush at night. 



That water should not be used for cleaning a 
rifle. It is, therefore, foolish to take a rifle 
along to the baths in the morning. 



That if all the pull-throughs in Camp were 
stretched in line, they would reach to Mary Ann 
Jones via The Karen and The Swan. 



That an N.C.O. or man garbed in a towel only 
may give ' Eyes right ' to an Officer without 
fear of censure. This has been proved by 
experts. 



3- 

4- 
5- 
6. 

7- 



That a man can march eighteen miles 
sustained by one questionable banana. In 
connection with this interesting fact we beg to 
announce a novel competition, and prizes will 
be awarded as follows, for the most correct 
answers to the subjoined question : — 

How far could a recruit, after eight months' 
training, march on — 

1 . A given date ? 

2. One pea-pod fitted with five stout peas 
(thoroughbred) ? 

One canteen orange (prolific, not seedless)? 

One potato (with jacket) ? 

Ditto (nude) ? 

One monkey-nut (twin kernel) ? 

One bicycle (push) ? 

PRIZES. 

1. One Railway Warrant (unused). 

2. One Set Glengarry Cap Ribbons (attached 
free of charge). 

|Sg 3. One Week- End Pass (unsigned). 

f 4. One Post Office Fatigue (to avoid route 

march). 

5. One hot bath in No. 1 Bath-house between 
7 and 7.30 a.m. 

Conditions. — All competitors must be bona 
fide members of the Battalion. All answers 
must be received by the Last Post on 20th 
June ; any efforts arriving before cr after that 
date will be handed in at the Orderly Room, 
care being taken to avoid mixing them up with 
Commission papers. We may sa\- that, 
although not actually against the rules, it is 
considered unsporting for any man actually to 
try the above tests before sending in his answ ers. 
It is to be hoped that the value of the prizes may 
not tempt any of our more unprincipled 
members. The Editor's decision is final. 

Aet. 



4, 
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The Old, Old Story. 



T1TL her the old, old story, lad. 

In the good old-fashioned way 
Say that you dream of her by night 

And think of her by day. 
Tell her j'ou're simply longing, lad, 

To see her face again, 
Tell her the sight of her would be 

Like sunshine after rain. 

Tell her you'd give you're life, lad, 

To gaze into her eyes, 
Tell her a score or so, lad, 

Of the good old-fashioned lie?. 
Tell her your leave is coming, 

Any old tale you please, 
But, for heaven's sake, don't tell her 

Of the "iris vou mash in Prees. 



ClLICOS. 
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THE order to leave Troon had really come 
at last, and speculation was rife as to the 
suitability of Frees, from our point of view. 
The packing-up of unmilitary impedimenta, 
preparatory to sending same home, was a big 
job, and the saying good-bye to landlords and 
landladies, and to our lady friends in Troon and 
vicinity, was duly accomplished. 

We had no idea how much we were loved 
in Troon and environs. At the farewell service 
in the church, on the Sunday previous to our 
leaving, there were wet eyes, and hearts in 
which lay infinite regrets. Eight months in 
Ayrshire had given us many real friends ; now 
we were really going away. The first contingent 
to leave was A Company, to which was attached 
the pipe and bugle bands and senior officers. 
What a reception the bhoys received as they 
swung off the parade ground and marched along 
St. Meddans Street to the Old Station ! All 
sorts and sizes of cameras snapped us, the entire 
tow-n lined the streets, and almost blocked our 
way on to the platform. Brigadier-General 
Hacket-Thompson saw us off at 6.45 p.m., and 
tlie remainder of the Battalion followed at 
regular intervals until 11-45 p.m., when all of 
them were en route for Whitchurch — the nearest 
station to Prees Heath Camp. The first train 
got in to Whitchurch about 4 a.m., after an 
uneventful journey, unless we assume that 
receiving hot coffee anil a ham roll at Carlisle 
was exciting, and a. lack of sleep with six in a 
carriage " something to write home about." 
After A Company formed up outside the 
Shropshire station, they marched off in column 
of route with the pipers blowing Scots tunes 



with English air out of Glasgow 7 bagpipes, and 
the drums awaking the sleepy stillness of the 
Whitchurch citizens, who came to their bed- 
room windows — roused out of their beauty 
sleep by the mountain music — to peep at the 
invasion by the Children of the Mist. After a 
three mile march we landed at Prees Camp. 
As far as we could see, hut succeeded hut — a 
veritable mushroom town of board and gal- 
vanised corrugated iron, four square miles of it. 
Beside our lines an electric generating station 
pulsed with the exhaust from an internal 
combustion oil engine, and builders' hammers 
drove nails into adjacent unfinished huts and 
vibrated the roofing iron, until some of us 
conjured up visions of the Clyde shipyards. 
However, we were soon led into our huts and 
stowed away our gear. No capacious wardrobes 
and spacious chests of drawers here ; only a 
narrow shelf, two clothes pegs and a small kit 
bag. Drive an additional nail into these 
sacred walls, screw in an extra necessary hook, 
put \ip a handy necessary shelf into these 
homes de luxe, and C.B. awaits the extemporizer. 
Some of the bhoys yearned for fresh woods and 
pasture new, but this is less than they imagined 
and more than they deserved. There's no 
corner for a bag of golf cl.ubs, no place for the 
handy bicycle, no receptacle for the many 
un-army refinements which they now miss, and 
which they scarcely appreciated in their sweet 
feather-bed clays in Troon. Prees Camp has 
shower-baths, hot and cold, drying houses for 
wet clothes, fine wash-places and latrines, a 
passable canteen and a splendid Y.M.C.A. 
establishment, served by local ladies and 
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gentlemen, who deserve the Order of Merit. 
But the Camp is miles from anywhere. Prees 
is three miles off, Market-Drayton eight miles 
away, and Whitchurch, the nearest ' town,' 
another three miles. 

Hjwever, on Saturday afternoons, the bhoys 
flock into Chester and Shrewsbury — they give 
Crewe a miss in baulk and thus show their 
wisdom — and from what can be seen and heard, 
there are very, very many attractions in the 
aforementioned towns that have caused the 
lads to forget some of their regrets at being out 
of Scotland. Our parade ground was a heathy 
waste when we arrived, but a Saturday morning 
spsnt on it with entrenching tools removed a 
ton or two of heather and rendered it fairly 
presentable. 

A route march to Market-Drayton, in 
atmosphere resembling that in the Kibble 
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'THEY say it is so. 

Who ought to know, 

That this is a soldier's life : 
To live in a hut, 
In a lonely rut. 

With a fork and a spoon and a Knife ; 
Leaving the world to fish for itself, 
So long as there's plenty of grub on the shelf. 

It depends, it is true. 
On the point of view 

What a soldier's life should be ; 
But from ' forming fours ' 
To scrubbing tioors 

Is simply a case of degree : 
And the man who is reckoned a capable shot 
Can be just as efficient at scraping a pot. 

Indeed, you may say, 
That the man of to-day 

Who is finding himself to the fore, 
Is, undoubtedly, he 
Whose heart's in his tea, 

And whose soul's at the cook-house door : 
While training to kill with incredulous vim 
He remembers to live in the interim ! 

As the clock goes round. 
The bugles sound 

In soft, seductive tones, 
And it's better to wait 
Than turn up late 

When there's plenty of meat on the bones ; 
For whatever your luck you will smile like a saint 
To the Orderly Officer's : " Any Complaint ? " 



Palace of the Glasgow Botanic Gardens, was 
successful!}' accomplished, and the townfolk 
gave us a fine reception. Another march took 
us to H.ghenvick, about fifteen miles in all, 
and although there was no pub. or inn, there 
was a letter box and gallons of pure spring water. 
Another day w e went to Wem, and sampled its 
cider during an hour's fall-out, which cider 
didn't altogether prove to be absolutely void of 
traces of alcohol. Rumour says w-e are 
leaving here soon for another part of terra firm a. 
and some of the bhoys who grumbled so much 
at the Camp's isolation, are now viewing a 
flitting with immutable regrets, and when they 
are seen striding the lines with sweet English 
beauties, it is easily understood that the heart 
has roots that have power to strike in soil far, 
far away from our native land. Ach ay ! 

Aye. 

If you've happen'd to be 
Mess-Orderly, 

You'll know what it is to clean 
Unnumber'd shoals 
Of enamelled bowls. 

With mess-tins in between ; 
And then appear on the next parade 
Breathless, immaculate, undismayed. 

But most of all 
Does the hut appal 

When Inspecting Officers come ; 
Then the beds are dress'd 
By a line that is guess'd 

By judging the jump of the thumb ; 
Boards, blankets and boots are adjusted until 
The Triangle of Error reduces to nil. 

Sow, to many of those 
Who live in repose 

In a quiet, suburban spot. 
This life of the hut 
May seem anything but 

A very delectable lot ; 
But the fact that we live without paying the rent 
Will leave us the best of the argument. 

J. L. H. 
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BATTALION NOTES. 




T AST month's issue saw the Battalion making 
■*-' preparations for a move ; this month's issue 
sees the move an accomplished fact. Nothing in 
the history of the Battalion since its inception has 
been so momentous for the welfare of every member 
of the unit. At Prees Camp we are all together, 
administration is easy, discipline is more easily 
maintained, and the orderly arrangement of the 
lines and the necessity for self-dependence in 
matters of sanitation and cooking lias lifted the 
training on to another plane and will form the 
Battalion into a self-contained and working unit. 

We cannot let this issue pass without remark on 
our sojourn at Troon. In these notes space will not 
permit an adequate acknowledgment to be made 
of all the kindness and help we received while there, 
but at least we arc able to assure all our friends at 
Troon that every member of the Battalion feels 
that we owe much to them for our comfort during 
the winter. 

Before leaving Troon the Commanding Officer, 
on behalf of the Officers, Non-Commissioned 
Officers and men, presented Inspector Anderson, the 
Billet Master, with a silver salver in acknowledg- 
ment of the untiring zeal and kindness he had shown 
in anything affecting the welfare of the Battalion. 

Inspector Anderson worked hard and unceasingly, 
and it is largely owing to his efforts that billeting 
in Troon was maintained with a minimum of 
friction between billet holders and the men, and 
that the men were so comfortable. 

The Inspector in reply to Colonel Morton, 
thanking the Officers, N on-Commissioned Officers 
and men, paid a very high tribute to the Battalion, 
and said that, in all his experience as a police 
officer, he had never come into contact with a finer 
body of men, nor had he imagined how little trouble 
a Battalion such as this one would give to the 
authorities set to maintain law and order. We feel 
sure we are voicing the opinion of all when we say 
that every member of the Battalion had the greatest 
respect and liking for Inspector Anderson. 

Unfortunately our last few days in Troon were 
darkened by a sad accident to a member of this 
Battalion, Private D. M. Mackenzie, of 16 Platoon, 
D Company, who lost his life as the result of 
drowning. He went bathing, and being alone, was 
only brought ashore when past help. The sympathy 
of all ranks will go out to his family in their sorrow. 

On the 13th May, the Battalion, 1,100 strong, 
entrained in three trains at 6.40, 8.20 and 11.40 p.m. 
for Whitchurch, where each party detrained and 
marched up to Prees Heath Camp. The journey- 



proved uneventful, and the men arrived fit and 
well, eager to take up their new quarters and looking 
forward to work over new ground and under new 
conditions. 

The same day E Company left for the Depot at 
Gailes Camp, under the command of Major Auld. 
All parted from our fifth Company with great 
regret, and hope that at an early date we may be 
once more united. 

We are now moved into another Brigade, the 
97th, and have had to say good-bye with great 
regret to the 15th Battalion Royal Scots who were 
our neighbours at Troon, and whom we have so 
often met at various times in friendly rivalry. We 
wish them God speed and the best of luck. Their 
place in the Brigade has been taken by the nth 
(S.) Bn. The Border Regiment, who own their 
inception to Lord Lonsdale. They were raised in 
Carlisle and are quite a likely lot. 

.liter being at our new station for some few days 
we received the pleasing intelligence that the 
Brigade Commander and Brigade Major, from 
whom we had parted with such regret when leaving 
Troon, were to take up their quarters at Prees. We 
were further gratified to learn that Brigadier- 
General F. Hacket- Thompson was to take command 
of the 97th Brigade and that Captain H. L. Wood 
was to act as his Brigade Major. We congratulate 
ourselves on having our former General with us 
once more. 

The Battalion has had the honour paid to it of 
having Captain R. T. Xeilson selected as Brigade 
Machine Gun Officer. We regret his loss as a 
Company Officer, but the honour of supplying a 
member of the Staff out of the Battalion affords 
some solace. Lieut. A. J. Begg has also been 
selected to act as Physical Instruction Officer to 
the Brigade. 

We have pleasure in welcoming Captain A. H. 
Gray, who joined us as Chaplain on 9th May, and 
Lieut. 13. C. Evans, who was posted to the Battalion 
as Medical Officer on the 6th May. 

Staff-Sergeant Shuttle joined the Battalion on 
1st February and has now taken up the post of 
Plrysical Drill and Bayonet Fighting Instructor to 
the Brigade. 

The following N.C.O.s have undergone Courses of 
Instruction during the month : — 

Sergeant J. Watson, E Company, and Corporal 
A. C. Ellery, D Company, at the School of 
Gymnasia, Aldershot. 

Sergeant A. Cohen, B Company, at the School of 
General Instruction, Chelsea Barracks. 
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Typical ? 



Somewhere in Shropshire, 
June, 1 91 5. 



Dear Alison, 

Please accept my grateful thanks 
for your letter with its interesting gossip of the 
outside world. I fear that I am quite unable 
to make a worthy reply. In fact, as you know 
well, the gossipy letter has never been a strong 
point with me. 

You mention that your mother is again 
involved in the domestic servant problem. I 
have been sewing buttons on — but I shaU not 
particularise. Perhaps the connection may not 
seem obvious, but together these two facts 
furnish me with the necessary material for 
covering several sheets of note-paper whxh, in 
default of news, we shall call a letter. 

Your servant has left you in the lurch. I 
have been cultivating the domestic virtues. 
Very well .... 

I do not think that the possibilities of man as 
a domest.c animal have ever been properly 
appreciated. He is called in in case of 
emergency when the maid-servant bolts or 
contracts measles. He is set to washing or 
drying dishes and breaks a few of them. Then 
without consideration he is called clumsy or 
careless. Now, I ask you, is this deserved ? 
I say no, for he has never had previous training 
or experience of the work. 

You prase him when at spring-cleaning time 
he laboriously lifts a heavy wardrobe, or when 
after much chipping of finger nails he lays a new 
waxcloth. Probiibly he doesn't do it very well, 
although he does it better than you could, but 
then you haven't been trained to the work. 
Not that he has been trained either, but he has 
a little more brute strength than you have. 
This same strength has sometimes of late years 
been harnessed to the handle of a vacuum 
cleaner. 



I have even known a man to be set to bait a 
mouse-trap or to release the over-night capture. 
This because you don't like the springs and have 
a natural repugnance for mice, dead or alive. 

Man is employed to do these odds and ends, 
but, owing to lack of training, he has so far 
attained no permanent position in the house- 
hold sphere. 

I fear that I am overworking the word ' you,' 
and am apostrophising you (that word again), 
as representative of womankind. I shall 
continue to do so, as otherwise the personal 
element would drop out, and this letter would 
become an essay. 

And now we come to the crux of the whole 
matter. 

Here we are living in huts at Prees Camp — 
four thousand or more — I was never much good 
at counting over three figures. 

But in any case here we are learning to make 
ourselves useful about the house. 

We begin our daily course of domestic science 
at 6 o'clock ever}' morning, more promptly 
than the most punctual housemaid. Of course, 
if we don't rise we are pulled out of bed. This 
is the most effective method known of making 
early risers of the veriest sluggards. To 
continue — we commence by folding our 
blankets to standard pattern, roping the 
mattress, pillow and blankets together and 
placing them on top of the bed planks. There- 
after there are boots to brush and buckles to 
polish. (The value of elbow grease is 
thoroughly instilled.) Then the floor is swept 
and washed with a wet mop. 

Now we come to what is perhaps the most 
useful part of the training. At meal times the 
food for each hut is drawn in one lot, and it is 
the duty of the orderlies for the day to divide 
this more or less adequate supplv amongst 
thirty hungry men to their individual 
satisfaction. This task is accomplished in a 
fashion which would arouse envy of the greenest 
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variety in the bosom of the most experienced 
sea-side landlady. It is also the duty of these 
orderlies to wash the dishes after each meal. 
Valuable criticism is passed on their work at the 
next meal by the other occupants of the huts. 

Each Saturday a most complete spring-clean- 
ing is carried out. Everything is lifted out of 
the huts for an airing, and the decks being thus 
cleared for action, the floors are scrubbed, 
windows are cleaned and ledges dusted. Then 
even-thing is put back in its place and every- 
thing that hasn't a place is hidden in kit-bags 
or under the beds, ready for hut inspection. 
The inspecting procession having marched 
through, the huts are again quite ready for 
further practice in spring-cleaning. 

If you are very lucky you may get a chance of 
gaining more valuable experience in peeling 
potatoes. And if you are very daring, you may 
experiment in the direction of darning socks or 
sewing on buttons. 

So Alison, you see the curriculum is very 
complete. In fact I see great pjssibilities of 
the final solution of the servant problem at the 
end of the war. 

My remarks, as above set forth, I ma)* inform 
you, are written purely from the outsider's 
point of view. A narrow line (which is black 
with a red border on week-days and white with 
a khaki border on Sundays) separates me from 
most of these labours, so my opinions may be 
taken as being quite unbiassed. 

Only one point remains to be considered. 
Will the result of this training be permanent ? 
Will its students pursue their labours in peace 
time ? I wonder ! 

Having now covered five sheets of notepaper, 
I consider that my task is accomplished and 
hasten to address and stamp the envelope which 
will carry this letter on its journey. Please be 
very kind to it on arrival. Treat it gently. 

Accept my kind regards and believe me, 

Yours in abject humility, Observer. 



The Y.M.C.A. 




TPHERE is an establishment in Camp which 
has become indispensable to the bhoys, 
and that is the Y.M.C.A. hut. The erection 
consists of two strongly built wooden huts 
joined together by a covered gangway. There 
is ample window light and ventilation, and the 
human side of a soldier's life is catered for 
christianly and successfully. The ' Y.M.' sells 
stamps and postal orders, and cashes P.O.s for 
us. It gives free, to all soldiers, whatever 
writing paper and envelopes they require, and 
provides pen, ink and blotting-paper, tables and 
chairs. Strown on certain tables are the latest 
and most popular periodicals, and at the 
refreshment counter the ' snoldier ' may 
purchase such lubrications as tea, coffee, cocoa, 
lemonade, ginger-beer and other kinds of 
aerated \\ aters. He may also buy nourishment 
in the form of cakes and biscuits ; and tobacco 
in packet or as cigarettes can also be obtained. 
A capacious concert hall, with a good piano, is 
provided, and at the opposite end is the b.lliard 
room, containing four new tables, and a 
shooting range, both of wh ch are much 
patronised. About 8.30 p.m. each night there 
is ' some ' rush on at the place, and the 
numerous ' ministering angels ' behind the 
counter must surely feel embarrassed at the sea 
of insistent faces which then confronts them. 

The ladieswho come to serve us are volunteers, 
and their patience, good nature and sweet 
reasonableness diffuse a sp.rit of genial. ty 
through the crowds who clamour at the counter. 

The Y.M.C.A. huts are premises which have 
been paid for by one or more charitable Br. tons. 
The hut to which we refer was brought into 
being by The Hon. Mrs. Corbet and friends 
residing around Market-Dray ton. The best 
county families come into Camp on certain days 
to do what they can for us in the hut, and we 








The Hon. Mrs. Corbet. 



Miss Sybil Corbet. 



assure the ladies and gentlemen, who give up 
so much time on our account, that their 
services are much appreciated by all, especially 
by the ' Saintly Third.' 

A permanent staff of eight men live on the 
premises, and get through an enormous amount 
of work with little relief, for the work never 
seems to finish. After a tedious day's work in 
the training fields, or route-marching, a visit to 
the ' Y.M.' to see the bright, cheery, kindly 
faces of the ladies is uplifting, and since the days 
when Bohemia was on the coast, nothing so 
appealing and recivilising as fair maids in a 
Y.M.C.A. hut has been arranged. One enjoys 
a cake and coffee which have been handed out 
by a modest Diana, or douce dame who, 
perhaps, has herself got two or three bovs in 
the Army. The total cost of a hut complete, 
exclusive of billiards, piano, flypaper and 
mousetrap is approximately ^850. When 
one expresses thanks to the ladies who provided 
the cash and their services, they smile modestly 
and say they like to serve us. My wor-r-rd ! 
What would Prees Camp be without our friends 
— a blasted heath ! and many of the bhoys 
would have gone enquiring : " How far is it 
called to Forres," or giving vent to the old 
plaint : " It's a far cry to Loch Awe." 
However, we have made many friends, and the 
embarrassing part of it is that we can't return 
their kindness, and can only promise to send 
them a." pickelhauben " or a chunk out of a 
burst-up chlorine cylinder. 




Mr. Albert H. White, Camp Leader, Y.M.C.A. 



We should have liked to honour our many 
ministrants by naming them, but space forbids, 
and a selection would look invidious. However, 
Mrs. Corbet and Miss Sybil Corbet have done so 
much we must acquaint them with the fact 
that we think they are ' bricks.' To Mr. Albert 
H. White, the Camp Leader, we can only express 
our admiration of his untiringly energetic 
overseeing and efficient catering on our behalf ; 
he has sole control of the three Y.M.C.A. 
establishments on the Heath and manages 
them very successfully. 

Mac. 
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It's a better day this ! 

* * * * * 

When a budding ' litterateur ' N.C.O. was asked 
if lie had any pars for ' ong dee ' he only tumbled to 
the idea when it was pronounced ' on ditt.' 

* * * * * 

The man who usually contributes this column is 
indisposed. I will try to copy his inimitable 
style : — There are more Preesbyterians in the 
Battalion than other denominations. Ah ! I have 
it. Preesbywhitchurch. — Prees, then Ypres. — The 
Lord preeserve us. 

* * * * * 

One of our Knuts referred to the canteen beer as 
Ondine. This, he explained, is a Water-spirit. 
***** 
" 'Whit church dae ye gang tae on Sunday ? " 
" Whitchurch ! " " Sixty days ! " 

***** 

One of the bhoys, new to the ' get-your-ticket-first ' 
arrangement in the Y.M.C.A. hut, ordered his 
nourishment and on his tendering hard cash for his 
investment, the ministering angel asked : " Have 
you not got a ticket ? " " No," he answered, " but 
my number is 17936 ! " 

***** 

Gerald thinks the rule about standing to one's 
bed at 9.30 p.m. should not apply to such good boys 
as the ' Saintly Third.' 

***** 

Naughty boys are Jock and Berty, 

Reformatory lads — ahem ! 
Got to be in at nine-thirty, 

Lights out ten-fifteen p.m. 
***** 

While one of our kilted pipers awaited the Chester 
train at Whitchurch, a citizen of the latter ' town ' 
enquired of him where he had come from. " From 
Glasgow!" "And where's that?" the Salopian 
asked. 

$ 3fc 3ft j£ . :fi 

Some of the bhoys are beginning to a-Preesiate 
the ' beauties ' of Prees. What ? what ? 
***** 

Y.M.C.A. here means — due to the Hon. Mrs. 
Corbet's endeavours — Young Men's Constant 
Attraction. 

***** 

Seven bob a week doesn't go far, but most of it 
gets to Chester. 

***** 

The order demanding back our third blanket left 
us critically cold. When the order was cancelled 
we took it^back with a warm glow of satisfaction. 



" For it's Oh to be in England now that Scotland's 
there." We are browning ! 

***** 

One man tells us that the recruits in E Coy. can 
give points to the older hands in extended order 
drill, while another insists that they arc being held 
up as an example in the matter of how to handle 
the rifle. Good luck to them ! 

£ % % % aje 

Who said : " Men without rifles, — Slope Arms." 
***** 

When one of our Depot Sergeants was doing 
recruiting work in Auld St. Mungo lately, he sent 
an anxious letter to Gailes to enquire whether he 
would recruit a Nigger. He must be fond of Jack 
Johnsons, surely ! 

* * * * * 

Prees Parish Church steeple has been requisitioned 
for gymnastic purposes. In view of recent events 
this does not come altogether as a surprise. 



Answers to Correspondents. 

" Curious." — It is purely a matter of opinion. 
Prees has been termed a hamlet, a village, an 
accident, and a disease, but never a town. 

" S.A.T. Kite." — We have heard instances of 
signposts being incorrect, but the " Raven " is 
certainly not 12,324 paces from Whitchurch. Pace 
it again on a Sunday. Requiescat in pace. 

" Why." — A person with a highly developed 
sense of humour could tell you. Try some of the 
yokels between here and Market-Drayton. 

" P.I. Cuppe." — The league which causes you so 
much anxiety is not worth the worry if you have 
a pleasant smile. 

" Only a Private." — Vacuum Cleaners would, 
no doubt, be a valuable asset to the huts' equipment. 
We, however, can do nothing iii the matter. 

" B. Wildered." — We are afraid-you have your- 
self to blame. A joke's a joke, but a sergeant's joke 
is different. You should have laughed. 

" Optimist." — We are unaware of the presence of 
any skating ponds around these parts. But aren't 
you a little previous ? 

" B.Sc." — (a) Alcohol can certainly be used as a 
substitute for the mercury in thermometers. 
(b) Old soldiers are always pretty accurate in 
estimating the temperature, due, we think, to long 
practice and experience. 

" One of Many." — Bacon, as a rule, is not 
transparent, but is difficult to see against certain 
backgrounds. 

" Astonished." — There is no truth in the rumour 
that we are being furnished with Turkish Baths. 
Moreover, route marches just now make these 
unnecessary. 

" Potted Head." — Your question is obviously 
frivolous. Blanc Mange is never on the Army 
menu. 

" Dubious." — Lemon Squash is a good tonic for 
nerves. Drink plenty of this and you may be able 
to cheek the canteen wrestler. 




I Editorial. 
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The Glory of the Romance of War. — Shakespere. 



JUNE, 1915. 



HTc ) those who have been taking an interest 
in war (and who does not in these days?) 
it may seem an anachronism to talk of glory or 
romance in connection with this war. Many will 
contend that the days are past when one could 
speak with some degree of truth of " All the 
pride, pomp and circumstance of glorious war." 

Wars, thev say, are no longer waged, and 
battles are no longer fought, in any spirit thai 
permits of the consideration of romance. War 
has become not an art, but a science, we are 
told ; it has been reduced to a cold, calculated, 
more or less exact science, in which the side 
which is the more long-headed, better prepared, 
more resourceful, more advanced in the study 
of the Science of War — that side is bound to 
win. Well, to a. large extent, this is quite true. 
Those who wish .to win must devote their 
attention to the study of the scientific side of 
war. Thev must apply themselves to it 
assiduouslv, working out in theory what they 
intend to put into practice, finding out, if 
possible, the laws of the science, the principles 
which govern success and failure. Of course, 
this does not include the crude, school-boy 
knowledge that the German professors have 
taken advantage of, with such fiendish joy in 
the horrible effects on our comrades. That 
could never be considered as part of any science 
but that of the Borgias. Real science is a noble 
and an ennobling thing, which the German 
professors have unfortunately entirely missed. 

The other evening our Colonel treated us to a 
short dissertation on the Science of War, in the 
Regimental Institute. The lecture was very 
interesting and instructive, and we could not 
help thinking that this was exactly what was 
wanted. If we are to win, we must stud)' our 
subject until we know all about it. If success 
depends on close mental application to tin.' 
Science of War, the knowledge of certain laws 
and principles, then it behoves us to make these 
our study. This is precisely where the New 
Annies will have the advantage. Take our 



own battalion, for instance. We have a whole 
Companv of Technical College students and in 
the other companies there arc manv who have 
applied themselves to the mastery of some 
subject or subjects. There is scarcely a man 
who has not attended classes of some kind or 
another since ever he left school. We are, 
therefore, in a position to take up this new 
science and master it next. And we are doing 
so. We are being taught soldiering, but of a 
kind which embraces all the good points of the 
old training, and, in addition, encourages us in 
the study of war as a science. Authoritative 
books on the subject are read to us ; we read 
them ourselves, and we hope to be so far 
successful in our study, that obedience to the 
principles which encourage success in battle 
becomes a second nature. We are taught to 
understand the why and wherefore for everv- 
thing we do, and so we do it more gladly. In 
short, if we are to win, we require to make use 
of every faculty we possess, to use our brains, 
and " be not like dumb, driven cattle," but 
students of the Science of War, who know their 
subject so thoroughly that success is assured. 
It is by doing this that the interest of the rank 
and file is maintained. 

Where then does the Romance come into all 
this discussion ? We are all in favour of classes 
for the study of the Science of War, and vet we 
insist on the glory and romance. The 
explanation is simple. War depends largely 
on the human element ; that is, it is not an 
exact science. Considerations whose value 
cannot be computed in figures take part in it, 
and that is wdrei-e the romance comes in. It is 
this personal element, the element of human 
nature that is so difficult to estimate, so 
disturbing to all our calculations, that to such a 
great extent governs and over-rules the laws of 
the Science of War. That is what makes it 
romantic, for where one has human beings to 
deal with, 'one never knows,' as the old gag 
has it, or, in the words of a good playwright, 
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but a poor patriot, " You never can tell." It is 
this unknown quantity which introduces 
romance into what some people would term the 
hard facts, and others the tragedy, of war. 
Soldiers may be well up in their business and 
their leaders may be experts in the Science of 
War, but who can tell how these soldiers will do 
in action ? No one. We can only guess. It 
is romantic to think that there are millions of 
soldier-students studying the Science of War 
at present, and when they go into action they 
must show, in addition to the results of their 
study, what sort of stuff they are made of. 

Human nature, the unknown quantity 
probablv plays a greater part in war than 
anything else. To quote General Haking, one 
of our ' authorities,' " The characteristics or 
emotions of the human mind which require the 
most serious consideration are courage and 
fear, surpr.se, respect and disrespect, cheer- 
fulness and dejection, comradeship, emulation, 



and esprit de corps." Isn't that romantic ? 
Knowledge of laws or principles goes for naught 
if we have not the necessary moral character- 
istics to make use of it in a crisis. As Field 
Service Regulations has it, " Skill cannot 
compensate for want of courage, energy and 
determination." And where shall we find 
these moral characteristics more strongly 
represented than in our Voluntary Army ? It 
is just among these amateur soldiers that we 
are most likely to find courage, respect, cheer- 
fulness, comradeship and above all, esprit de 
corps. We feel sure that our Battalion will 
acquit itself well when it is put on its trial, for 
we have studied our subject, we are being 
carefully prepared and skilfully directed, and 
we show everywhere our cheerfulness, our 
comradeship and our esprit de corps. These are 
the things that count, and they are responsible 
for the glory of the romance of war. 
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My Dear Chicks, 

I have received such a nice letter 
which has come all the way from Troon. 
Perhaps you would like to read it, so here it is — 

" Troon, 30th May, 1915. 

" Dear Unkel James, 

" In the funny magzeen which mummy 
bys me now sted off Allysloppers haf Holiday i 
allways reed your nice leters to youre litle 
nefews. I am so sorry i can't be a nefew — 
Alums says it is too late to arang it — but i wood 
like so much to be a neese. Pleese let me — I 
have such a lot of sings to whisper. Of course I 
can't whisper in a leter, can I, but i can make 
pretend. Do you know your litle nefews were 
aful good at make pretend. They used to make 
pretend they were my sweetharts, and they 
coud do it most like growed up peoples. 

" You know, acoarse, deer unkle, that all the 
litle nefews are away-w r av. That Kelly man 
took them — I saw him do it — and they al 
looked cross wif him too. But o, Unkle, I am 
so lonely wifout them. We uzed to hav such 
nise games on the shor and links, and it was 
jolly meen to take them away. We uzed to 
pley in the dark too, and they hided there faces 
in my pinafore wen they saw there nurs coming 
— who was cald Pikets. Sometimes we uzed to 
lern lesons about the stars and the man in the 
moon, and wunder where the water went when 
the tide goed out. I know now, so will you 
pleeze tell my little cousins it goes in to the 
caves at Ailsa Craig. If yoii cood pleese send 
a few of youre nefews back to Troon there is a 
lot of sings I cood lern them. I am not a good 
speller, but I know sum other sings. Please 
send sum soon and I will always be 

" Your loving little Neese, 

" Teenie." 

Teenie must not be sorry she is only a little 
niece. If it were not for the nieces, Troon 
would not have been so attractive to the 
Battalion. And if -Teenie is lonely, a great 
many of the lads have been lonely, too, since 
they left Troon. But, of course, we are all 
going back to Troon shortly ; October will 
see us all back in our comfv billets again. 



Uncle James is sorry he can't send any of the 
boys back to Troon, as Teenie suggests, as he is 
not one of the " high heid-yins," but if the 
" Kelly-man " were asked very nicely he might 
send some of them to Troon — and a great 
deal further, too. 

Now that we are all safely settled at Prees I 
am going to tell you a story about this spot. It 
is called 

The Sad Story of Wee Peter. 

Peter, you must know, was a little beetle who 
lived on a peat-bog in Shropshire, called Prees 
Heath. At least it was a peat-bog until the 
War Office discovered it and built huts on it and 
called it a camp. Why they built the cam}) 
there, God alone knows ! And when the huts 
were ready they began to look about for men to 
occupy them, and suddenly they became aware 
of the existence of the 17th Battalion of the 
H.L.I. And that is how we were sent to Prees 
Heath. 

Peter was born when the huts were well on 
their way to completion, and he had four little 
brothers. What with the coming and going of 
workmen and latterly of soldiers — of a kind — 
Peter's mother had a most anxious time of it. 
Peter's folk had lived on the Heath undisturbed 
for many generations, but now they had been 
caught up in the whirl of the great war and 
were landed in a regular mess — just as we have 
been. 

One comfort was that there were nice dry 
huts for the little beetles to live in, and old 
Ma-Beetle told her offspring that bye-and-bye 
there would be plenty food lying about when 
the soldiers came, and so her family looked 
forward to good times. But here she was 
wrong, because at first there was none. There 
was not enough for the brave soldiers, let alone 
beetles. 

Things improved, it is true, after a bit when 
the ruling powers began to learn their job. But 
a series of calamities befell the beetle family. 
First old Pa-Beetle began to frequent the 
wet-canteen at nights and had a rare old time 
on the beer spilled on the floor. It was not 
good beer — but good enough for Tommies. In 
other words, it was dam rotten. (This is not 
original.) And so it came about that one night 
Pa-Beetle never came home. Ma-Beetle never 
found out what had happened to him. But I 
may as well tell you that he was found dead — 
not drunk, but poisoned. The beer was too 
much even for a beetle. 

And then Ma-Beetle was ' called ' rather 
suddenly. The bad language in the huts was 
demoralising her little ones, and she decided to 
flit. When she was out house-hunting she 
came to the hot-and-cold sprays and thought 
this was a nice quiet spot to rest in. But one 
morning the water was on and Ma- Beetle got a 
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nasty surprise. The Battalion were surprised 
too, when they heard there was actually a good 
supply of water. They were quite pleased. 
But Ma-Bectle wasn't pleased. She was 
drowned. 

And so the little beetles were left orphans. 
One place Ma-Beetle had particularly warned 
her children against was the cook-house. 
" Beware," she said, " the Spotted-Dog." 
The spotted-dog was the beetle family's bogey 

about it. At first he thought it must be a low 

of bis lather s tate. But sometimes he had an 
idea, too, that it might be a real dog. So as 
soon as they were free from maternal restraint 

j_i n i.j-j-l_ i ii. . a- -j — i- *. x — j-\ — 

warmth of the cook-house. There was no sign 
of any dog there, but plenty of food, and after a 
hearty meal, Peter went out for a stroll. When 
he came back his little brothers were gone — 
gone without a sign, never to return. The 
Spotted-Dog had got them. Peter found this 
out later — next day, in fact. He was enjoying 
a nice piece of pudding and came upon a big, 
juicy currant. Oh no ! not a currant at all 
but just one of his little brothers. And only 
then did he understand what his mother had 
meant. 

Wee Peter was now alone in the world, but he 
was becoming very fly, and so he decided to live 
in a hut safe from cook-house or canteen 
dangers. He was rather particular and had 
been well brought up, and so he made his home 
with No. 2j Platoon, and you have no idea what 
a lot of funny things he saw in the hut. For 
example, on the days the huts were inspected 
there was an awful lot of bother. For three 
hours all the men kept shifting things about — 
and the actual inspection only lasted three 
seconds. As soon as everything was in order, 
a man would come to the door and shout and 
all the soldiers would have to rush about and 



re-arrange everything. This would happen 
about six times each inspection. The fact is, 
the ' heid-yins ' never knew what they wanted. 
It is a way they have in the army. 

And then all the clothes and things were taken 
off the pegs and hung up on the floor. Wet 
towels were thrust into kit bags on the top of 
clean, dry clothes. Sloppy-clouts were hidden 
awav. The surplus bread and cakes were 
stowed behind the beds and pails of water were 

no end of bother. I can tell you hut inspections 

ISTtx/tiis TirTdoing"' But"oi"that Twill telfyou 
later. 

There were nflier heptlps iri the Vmf ;ind, jxt 

. ,az tnev would come our and go squad arm 
on the floor. If vou lay awake you could watch 
them in the moonlight. And sometimes — on a 
Saturday night — some of the men could see 
them when they weren't there at all. 

One day during hut inspection, Peter. came 
out of his corner and got snugly settled in the 
end of a loaf which was lying about. When the 
inspection was over, the men began to put things 
in order and to make the hut really clean and 
comfy. And the loaf was lifted up on to the 
table. Wee Peter, taken by surprise, fell out 
of his hiding place, and one of the soldiers saw 
him. 

" Oh, hell ! " said the man, " look at this." 

A second soldier came up-. 

" Wait a second," said he, " I'll show you." 

And with that he got the handle of his 
trenching tool and smote wee Peter so that he 
died. He died suddenly, and there was nothing 
left but a stain and a dent in the table. 

The soldier- laughed. " There," said he, 
" that will learn you to be a beetle.'' 

That's the end of the story. Perhaps I will 
tell a story about a wee louse next month, but 
at present I have not yet met any. 

Your loving, Uncle James. 
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Off for the Ham and Jam. 



Pie. Thomson. 



THE OUTPOST. 



135 



Walking-Out. 



YXf HEX, conscience clear and duty free, 
* We contemplate our evening leisure. 

Where we will go to after tea 

To find the maximum of pleasure. 

We gaze across the landscape far, 

What time the evening shades are falling 

And feel assured the prospects are 
Appalling. 



On hedgerows tall and pastures green 
The eye will roam delightfully, 

Until a cow comes in between 
And blocks the vision spitefully. 

'Twas Providence that put it there 
To keep the moving eye from tiring 

Of scenes that flatly will not bear 
Admiring. 



Unconsciously, you wend your way 

By narrow lanes, with scarce a turning. 

And wonder where you can allay 
A thirst that's positively burning ; 

But close-confining hedges keep 

The erring eye from such temptation, 

So rescuing the soul from deep 
Damnation. 



ifiat waiiang-out was not intended 
To be encouraged, nay, commenced 
Until the present war had ended. 
So many places ' Out of Bounds ' 

So much from which to keep refraining, 
And all within the daily rounds 
Of Training. 

1. L. H. 



Mess Orderly. 




Drawn h Pti. Stewart. 

A Miss-adventure in Camp. 



'"THERE is no end to ' fatigues ' in camp; some 
of these are good and some the other thing, 
but this orderly business is the blessed limit and 
quite enough to kill any Featherbed. I have 
humphed sacks of flour and sides of beef, 
carried letters and gathered heather, scrubbed 
floors and scraped potatoes; but when it comes 
to the orderly job 1 confess I feel like applying 
for a commission in the flying squad. 

When one has been sweeping floors and 
washing dishes for two days one becomes as 
domesticated as any Mary Ann or Bridget. 
Then there are grub parades morning, noon and 
night, when the orderly struggles home under a 
hefty load of provender that requires all the 
strength and skill of an acrobat to bring in 
safelv. Business in this line commences with 
the early morning coffee, which sees a mix-up 
between pyjamas and pants, a mad rush to the 
cook-house for the savoury liquid when all the 
rest of the fellows are keeping the blankets 
warm like sensible chaps. 

However, if ham and stew are on the day's 
menu the orderly may look out for a certain 
liveliness in the hut. It really requires the 
brains of a mathematician to dole out thes| 

same size and dimensions. Then there is the 
trek back again to the wash house with the 
greasy dishes when the rest are smoking 
cigarettes. Oh ! It's a ! 

But the orderly has also got to keep the hut 
clean, for there is sure to be a visit from one of 

Sergeants? "He will pop inside and tell you in a 
single breath to sweep the floor, lower the 
windows, clean the tables, dress the beds, 

SHffitX, t^u^^JU^U^iJ^BR Sill sfeg 
outside, and then vanish like the wind. But 
you have not served ten months in the 
Featherbeds without acquiring the habits 
of an old soldier, and you continue to smoke 
in silence and study the latest reports about 
the number of Russian prisoners in the hands 
of the Germans. 

Truly the orderly fatigue can't compare with 
judging distances or studying Haking under the 
fatherly care and guidance of the platoon 
commander. 

S. J. 
4, *, A, 



The peculiar thing about this climate is the fact 
that the bhoys prefer milk and cake in the Y.M.C.A. 
to beer and biscuits in the canteen. Bella, horrida 
bella. 
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A Day in the Life of a 
Battalion Ordinary Private. 

T^HE trials and tribulations of the Battalion 
Orderly Corporal and Orderly Sergeant 
have been enlarged upon in previous issues of 
this Magazine, but no one has attempted to give 
the outside world a description of the afflictions 
a Battalion Ordinary Private has to undergo ; 
possibly for the simple reason that a detailed 
account of the tasks performed by a simple 
" Tommy " would necessitate the addition of at 
least half-a-dozen pages to this periodical and 
the elimination of the usual subject matter. 
It is my intention, however, to attempt to give 
a short account of some of the more familiar 
daily operations of a Battalion Ordinary Private 
in the 17th Service Battalion of the H.L.I. 

The da)r's work starts about 5 a.m., when the 
private anticipates what is known as " Reveille " 
— a row caused by the Orderly Bugler when 
trying to free his instrument from bread crumbs 
which have accumulated in it during the night — 
and springs out of, or rather off, his straw and 
beetle bed, and transports it, and his supply of 
rugs outside his hut and proceeds to shake and 
brush them for about ten minutes, after which 
he folds them very systematically and takes 
them inside again. He then engages in a 
pugilistic encounter with his neighbour for the 
possession of a brush, with which he proceeds 
to sweep away all traces of dust and any 
remaining beetles. This done, he fixes up his 
bed in its appointed place, with the blankets on 
top, and proceeds to wash the window behind 
his bed, or scrub the tables in preparation for 
breakfast. About this time "Reveille" goes, 
but makes little difference to him, as the 
call is only intended to warn the Non-Coms. 
that they will require to get up within an hour. 
He therefore finishes his scrubbing and then 
proceeds to wash and shave, polish his equip- 
ment, clean his rifle, and amuse himself trying 
to rub the picture off his tunic buttons by means 
of " Brasso." When 6.45 a.m. approaches, he 
walks smartly along to the parade ground, 
rigged out in running costume and commences 
to pick up papers and straws, and generally 
tidy up the ground till 6.55, when he falls-in 
for physical drill. If he be very lucky, and does 
his "knees bend" well, he is dismissed after only 
fifty minutes Swedish drill, and is at liberty to 
proceed to his hut and draw his breakfast 
rations, consisting of perhaps M ozs. of cheese, 
a basin containing three parts ginger-coloured 
water and one pail sundries — sand, granite- 
chips, horse hair, etc. — and bread. The armv 
allowance of cheese is, by the way, 2 ozs., but 
this, of course, is subjected to the influences of 



evaporation, Sergeants' Mess, etc. If a recruit 
is very hungry he can sometimes manage to 
eat all his allowance, but, as a general rule, 
there is quite a quantity left over, which, of 
course, looks well. 

His morning meal over, " Tommy " again 
sweeps his hut, scrubs the tables and doubles 
along to the parade ground to await the posting 
of the markers for the g.15 parade. About 9.25 
the platoon commander arrives, tells off his 
charge and starts to inspect it, in which opera- 
tion he is not at all particular. As long as a 
man has all his buckles polished (Non-Coms. 
tarnished), buttons, cap badge and boots 
shining, hands clean, face newly shaven, rifle 
approximately free from rust and pieces of cake 
in the barrel, he is quite well pleased. When 
the lieutenant has finished his round of 
inspection, a few preliminary movements are 
gone through, and the victim, accompanied by 
his companions, is marched off to commence his 
morning course of training. 

This training, he is constantly informed, will 
ultimately transform him into a soldier capable 
of taking his place in the firing line, but the date 
of that transformation seems to be repeatedlv 
postponed, and the training still goes on. 
Squad drill, route-marching, skirmishing, and 
so forth, all form part of the great scheme, but 
shooting is practically neglected, and is only 
engaged in when it is found that the ammunition 
in stock is getting blue-mouldy. The forenoon 
is spent, therefore, in one of the above mentioned 
ways, and the mellow tones of the sub-lieuten- 
ants drilling men, vie with the lark in creating 
melody ! ! 

If the lieutenant is administering squad drill 
to his platoon, he gives them a number of 
commands — which he has just heard a sergeant 
in another corner of the field giving — till he gets 
his platoon jumbled into inextricable confusion, 
when he says, " Now men, you must fall-in 
much sharper than you are in the habit of 
doing. Fall out — Fall-in ! ! ! " 

About n o'clock the officer feels very much 
in need of a look at " the little red book," so he 
allows his men to fall out for five minutes for a 
smoke. The volume having accomplished its 
purpose, the platoon is permitted to fall-in 
again, and the drill proceeds till dinner time. 

Strangely enough, the Battalion always 
enjoys a route march more than squad drill, 
because when a route march takes place the 
destination is often a beautiful estate, two or 
three miles from any town, and in this secluded 
spot the men arc allowed to gambol in the 
summer sun, and regale themselves on " nectar 
and ambrosia" — which is the polite name for 
frozen mutton sandwiches, and water — while the 
officers go into the mansion house to look at the 
pictures — perhaps. 
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Skirmishing is not quite .so enjoyable as 
route-marching, but as it is on the programme 
it must occasionally be carried out. As it 
requires a Brigadier to understand the 
principles of skirmishing, it would be highly 
inconsiderate to bore the average reader with 
an account of how it is carried out during 
manoeuvres. 

To begin with, an impregnable position is 
usually selected for an attack ; the defence 
consisting of a seven-pence-half-penny novel, 
a sergeant-major, and a few squares of half-inch 
ilooring. No matter bow strongly fortified 
such a position may be, it can always be carried 
by lunch time, so long as the Non-Coms. sec 
that their sections always double in " dead- 
ground " and proceed at a leisurely pace when 
under fire. During these attacks the range — 
to the nearest half-mile — is indicated by the 
section commanders, and tlvs is, of course, a 
great help. To use the words of an enthusiastic 
lance-corporal, " Skirmishing is both interesting 
and instructive." 

Unless the Battalion is engaged in route- 
marching or field manoeuvres, the dinner hour 
is from about 12.45 till 2.10. The dinner hour, 
as well as the meal itself, is much appreciated, 
because, after a sumptuous repast has been 
disposed of, the hut can be swept out quite a 
few times before next parade. Dinner consists 
of any amount of roast beef and potatoes, 
steak pie, or perhaps chicken, followed by a 
dessert, consisting of sometimes as many as 
three whole cubes of pine apple, an apple ring, 
or say, a large helping of lovely bread pudding ! ! 

Two o'clock finds the Battalion again on the 
parade ground ready for afternoon parade. 
Afternoon operations are frequently of the same 
nature as those engaged in during the earliei 
part of the day, but a Company may be 
fortunate enough to secure the services of the 
" Yellow Peril ; " the horn de guerre of a 



favourite physical-drill instructor. if this 
individual gets a Company at his mercy, in 
about seven minutes every man wishes that he 
had gone on sick parade in the morning. 

tinder the direction of this monstrosity, a few 
10 feet walls are climbed, a few gates vaulted, 
and the anatomy twisted and strained into 
numerous contorted positions. 

The men who are able to walk after an hour 
or two of this form of enjovment are marched 
off and dismissed about 4.45, when they are at 
liberty to spend the remainder of the day 
taking their evening meal, polishing their 
equipment, or peeling potatoes for next day's 
dinner. It is always advisable, however, for an 
ordinary private to take a little walk in the cool 
of the evening, or he may find himself invited 
over to dine at the Officers' Mess, or engaged in 
some less congenial occupation. 

At 9.30 the Orderly Sergeant visits each hut 
to see that the occupants have all the} 1 want in 
the nature of comforts, takes the names of the 
absentees so that their supper may be kept 
warm for them at the cook-house, and bids 
them good-night. " Lights Out " is sounded 
at 10.1:5 pm., and one is at liberty to sleep till 
dawn or till the fire alarm blows about 2 a.m. 
When the alarm goes, it does not follow- that 
there is a fire in Camp, as it is sounded for the 
purpose of testing the alacrity with which the 
Battalion could turn out in the case of an 
actual fire taking place. It is never sounded 
more than once a week, and is ahvavs very 
much appreciated, especially on cold nights. 
" Lights Out," however, serves as a signal fcr 
the last cigarette to be lit, and is immediately 
followed by a rush for the stray pillow, which is 
soon bearing the head of some future Sergeant- 
Major, dreaming of civilian life in the old days 
and of one who is dearer than the Platoon- 
Sergeant. 

J. T. S. 
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Night alarm. The Keystone Fire-brigade. 



Pte. Thomson. 
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(~)' r T thou has hired me to deserted places, 

To gloam-blue mountains and dim leagues of 
pine, 
Where wild-born Silence sanctifies the spaces, 
And every path is thine. 

In human haunts I even hear your calling. 

Thou draw'st me to thee, but thou wilt not stay. 
In happy woods, where crystal floods are falling, 

Thou tak'st my peace away. 

I hear thy footsteps echo through the gloaming. 
Through moonlit glades and leg. nd-haunted vales ; 

I hear thy pageantry and regal roaming 
Borne on the summer gales. 

I feel thy pressnce in the awful valleys, 
And lose thy form within a sudden mist 

When cloudy hosts steer down their phantom 
galleys 
Through seas of amethyst. 

I see thy retinue of wood-folk follow 
Thy mystic beauty o'er the flowery lea ; 

Thy godlike splendour issues from the hollow, 
Revealed to all but me. 

! urely thou wilt not hide thyself for ever ; 

Someday, perhaps, beneath a purple hill 
I '11 find thee seated by a quiet river, 

Deep tuned to deep, and still. 

By certain signs I'll know that I have found thee — 

An all-wise pit}- in immortal eyes, 
A Christ-like sadness over and around thee. 

The air of sacrifice. 

Then wilt thou change me by thy lonely fountains, 
The world forsaken all for love of thee, 

That thou and I may roam the glorious mountains 
For all eternity ! 

W. J. F. H. 



Cells and Inspiration. 



WHY, oh, why do we all find it anathema 
to undertake Guard duties while the 
Battalion is busy drilling, or smoking cigarettes, 
or maybe all asleep, when the time spent on 
duties could be utilised for a far better object ? 

For instance, on Guard duty one is told a lot 
about how to carry a silly gun, to march in 
smart fashion, and if anything unusual happens, 
to find a bugler or S.-M. or Adjutant ; no matter 
where they are you have to find them, and 
report whatever you like. 

Then you are shown where the oil lamps are 
stored in case the Power Station goes on fire 
about 2 a.m., when we are all nice and snug in 
dreamland, and last, but not least, the cells 
where prisoners are entertained. 

These interesting apartments or prisons are 
all nicely lined with a silvery metal to keep the 
cold air from disturbing the residents, have 
beautiful electric lights which are all encased 
with a powerful lens that can be utilised for 
magnifying purposes, and a special hot water 
heating apparatus for comfort, and incidentally 
a clothes hook, and lastly, in case the old 
soldier's spirit is on the decline, they give us an 
excellent miniature bull's eye shooting range as a 
ventilator ; in fact, everything useful has been 
arranged, even to providing a guard to warn 
trespassers off forbidden areas, which all has 
a tendency to keep the apartments strictly 
private. So there are good grounds for 
supposing that the poetic genius in the Battalion 
will at last be unearthed. Because : — 

Sir Walter Raleigh's unfinished History of the 
World was the fruits of eleven years of imprison- 
ment. 

The reason of Sir Walter's not completing his 
excellent work is evident. He only got eleven 
years' confinement. 

Buchanan in the dungeon of a monasterv in 
Portugal composed his excellent Paraphrase 
of the Psalms of David. 

Sir John Pettus in 1683 translated into 
English the work on science named Fleta 
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Route-marching : A Fall-out. 



1.,-Cpl. Deans. 
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Minor, taken from german documents during 
his confinement in prison in the kaiser's 
fatherland. Owing to the present grave crisis, 
only small letters are used in connection with 
even-thing appertaining to the fatherland, as 
capitals are to be abolished. 

Charles the First, in prison at Holmsby, 
wrote Eikon Baslike and The Royal Image, 
addressed to his son ; and again, John Bunyan 
executed his masterpiece, Pilgrim's Progress, 
while in durance vile. 

So why is it that before anyone can gain 
admittance to these special quarters, where all 
the poetic thoughts and ideas can mature, one 
has, of necessity, to go and get drunk or refuse 
to get out of bed, or lose a rifle pull-through or 
oil can. Surely someone in the knoiv could 
arrange free admittance and exit, and then 
another name will be added to the famous 
authors' roll, and, contributions to The Outpost 
will go up a hundred per cent, in quality and 
quantity. 

C. W. L. 




Drawn h Pt'- Stewart 

Officer : — " On the whole, the day's operations were 
/airly well done, but — there was far too much 
paper and peel left lying about." 



How We Recruited. 

TTHE recruiting expedition, which was 
embarked upon by three members from 
each Company, was a posthumous success — it 
got recruits all right, but not during the cam- 
paign week. Some of the experiences of one 
member may be interesting, perhaps amusing. 
On a certain Monday morning, seventeen 
braw bhoys met at the Glasgow Chamber of 
Commerce, the meeting being presided over by 
our papa, Sergeant-Major Kelly, and a plan of 
operations was decided on. We received red, 
white and blue recruiting ribbons for our 
glengarries, and away we hied to our ' beats.' 
Two of us wended our way to the Students' 
Union of the Royal Technical College, put in a 
diplomatic half-hour at the billiard table there, 
and, when a crowd of students had collected, 
tactfully introduced the subject of our requiring 
the best of stuff to fill up vacancies in the best of 
Battalions. One sweet youth intimated his 
desire to join a horsey corps, but when we 
pjinted out the never ending fatigues con- 
sequent on keeping a gee-gee in tip-top 
condition, he succumbed to our seductive 
arguments, expressed willingness to be one of us, 
and so we escorted him to the Gallowgate and 
saw him passed. So far so good. In the 
afternoon we interviewed various picture 
house managers, who very courteously con- 
descended to show an announcement on the 
screen if we supplied the slide. We negotiated 
terms for slides at a Sauchiehall Street optician, 
and next morning we got the slides, which were 
subsequently shown during the ensuing evenings 



of that week. We also talked nicely to the 
manageresses of tea rooms and got them to 
place our pamphlets on the tea tables, and if the 
patriot bhoys missed an appeal so obvious, 
brought under their very noses, then they were 
blind, purblind and possessed high vacua in 
their hearts. We trotted into restaurants, 
pubs de luxe, coffee rooms and music halls, and 
put forth the country's requirements to bland 
youths who awaited the last trains home in the 
Central, St. Enoch, and Queen Street Stations. 
One morning three of us marched in column of 
route to the Municipal Chambers and inter- 
viewed the Town Clerk. Wc wanted carte- 
blanche to work through the various 
departments of the Corporation's activities and 
net the slackers, and he advised us to see the 
Lord Provost. After wishing us good luck, the 
Town Clerk bade us good morning, handed 
each of us a very excellent cigar, intimating 
that the regulations precluded his offering us 
a ' wee hauf.' Next morning we called on the 
Lord Provost and were ushered into the 
presence in a preconceived precedence thus : — 
The six-feet four man entered first, the six feet 
one and a half next, then the six footer. Like 
automatons we saluted as one man. The 
Provost was impressed, jumped from his chair 
resplendent in khaki, sword and spurs, and 
ventured the opinion that we were fine fellows 
and capable of stopping a bullet. He 
animadverted on slackers in general, said that 
some of the kidney were snug and safe at work 
in the Municipal Buildings, and added that he 
wished he had the power to give us permission 
to take them by any handy part of their 
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anatomy and bear them off to the attesting 
officer, all of which we humbly seconded. He 
gave us full permission to go through the many 
offices, so we brought up reinforcements, 
worked round the flanks, made frontal attacks, 
enfiladed fixe coves, drove in their advance 
defences, and ultimately left them without any 
excuse for not joining the Army. Some have 
done so, most haven't! Of course we presented 
the rosy side only, and said nothing about 
having to be in quarters at 9.30 p.m., and C.B. 
for naughty boys — for, you see, some boys are 
naught}- congenitally, and can't help it. It's a 
gift.* Another day we lunched with the City 
Business Club in Sloan's Cafe in the Argyle 
Arcade, and after a decent ' tuck in ' the 
chairman mentioned the apparent tact that 
they had the honour of having as guests two of 
the ' Saintly Third ! ' He asked the members 
to put our requirements before their friends and 
employees, and we received cards from several 
gentlemen with the invitation to look up their 
staff and try our luck, all of which we did. It 
was dry work. My word, the ladies ! We 
could have raised an Amazon corps (no, not 
amazin', Gerald) in twenty-four hours. Britain 
is all right — the women have the heart, even if 
some mere males haven't. After a really 
strenuous week in stations, offices, sales, 
theatre queues, and so forth, we returned to 
Troon and were packed off to Prees, and each 
night wc view the Orders to count up the 
recruits who are still coming in, undoubtedly due 
to' our giving the Battalion the best advertise- 
ment possible in Glasgow and environs. 

A A ^ 
7 =r =r 

Fremshan Ponds, near Aldershot. 

June 24th, iyi-f. 
"LJcre I lie on a rounded hill top, underneath a 

spreading tree. 
Such a wide outlook over shining water, fringed 

with brightest green, 
And miles and miles of heather, edged with pine 

trees — 
Overhead, vast, splendid, rolling clouds and deepest 

blue : 
Wild ducks and water fowl flighting across, cools 

crying, larks singing, swifts shrilling. 
On the near horizon sharp silhouettes of mounted 

troops ; 
And again, miles and miles of heather ; and the 

keen poignant scent of firs and heathland, 

almost intoxicating — 
Everywhere life and universal praise and deep 

thanksgiving for such a glorious da} 7 — 
And I lie out and give of heartfelt thanks to all the 

Nature's praise of God, around me. 

K. C. 



To H.I.M. 



* Of course we agree with Kipling and Patrick 
M'Gill that there is no crime in the New Army : as 
one contributor to The Outpost has said, it is just 
cussedness. 




The Kaiser's Bos' 



The 



T~\rcam no longer of conquest, nor drink to 
1 - J Day," 

The strong men of our Empire are girt for the fray. 
Put avarice, ambition, and anger aside ; ■ 
They shall storm your grea I strongholds and humble 
your pride. 

With guilt and with shame you have covered your 

name, 
At your door lie a thousand dark deeds of "ill fame, 
Do not hope to evade them with flame and with 

flood, 
You shall pay for your rapine in treasure and blood 

Your fast-steaming ships have swept Scarborough 

town, 
Your vile submarines put our merchantmen down ; 
Like fierce birds of ill-omen your airships o'erhead 
Have made peaceful green valleys the home of the 

dead. 

Eeash your savage grey wolves, sink in fear to the 

knee, 
Your foul submarine pirates recall from the sea ; 
And whistle your Zeppelin hawks from the air. 
For the dread hour of doom, Iron Despot, prepare ! 

In the east and the west stalwart freemen arise 
To contend with the carrion they loathe and despise ; 
And the bold British legions shall rest not nor spare, 
Till the grey wolf of Europe is run to his lair. 

Your merciless bondsmen — a black-hearted band. 
Like road-thieves shall hang in the grim Fatherland ; 
And you, coward prince and false prophet of sin, 
Dethroned and dishonoured shall fall in Berlin. 

1 fence, hound to your kennel, and keep you your 

place, 
From the gaze of the world hide your ill-favoured 

face, 
The strong men of our Empire are girt for the fray, 
Dream no longer of conquest, nor drink to " The 

Day." Speaker. 
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R.Q.-M.-S. Thomas Keith. 

A MAN of remarkable faculty for organisation 
and possessing all the qualities that go to 
make a good and popular non-commissioned 
officer, Regimental Quarter - Master - Sergeant 
Keith is a soldier of whose life in the army much 
could be written. The success of his military 
career might be determined by the many 
recognitions of his worth on which at this 
moment, when he is still busy in the service of 
his country, it is his privilege to reflect, but with 
a non-com. held in such high esteem and so well 
known and liked, not only in his own, but other 
regiments, we might well dispense with eulogv 
to indulge in hard fact. 

To epitomise a long career of excellent work, 
R.Q.-M.-S. Keith entered the band of the 3rd 
Scottish Rifles away back in 1886, and con- 
tinued in the capacity of bandsman till 1891, 
when he was appointed Corporal Orderly Room 
Clerk. By no means, however, did his interest 
in music then terminate, as we who have heard 
cornet solos in such places as the Soldiers' 
Club at Troon, know so well. There of a night 
we often listened with delight to his masterly 
fingering, and it was not difficult to observe 
that his was more than the ordinary knowledge, 
and a knowledge that could only have been the 
outcome of diligent study. To continue a brief 
biographical sketch, in October of the same year 
he was appointed Lance-Sergeant in the 
Orderly Room, and three years later the full 
title of Sergeant was conferred upon him. Jt 
was about this stage of his career that our 
Q.-M. -Sergeant's shooting abilities brought him 
to the fore, and we find him, against keen 
competition, winning good prizes at several 
ranges. Colour-Sergeant was his next step in 
the year 1897, ant l i n K J ° h e attained the 
distinction of Orderly Room Quarter-Mas tcr- 
Sergeant in the 25th Regimental District. 

R.Q.-M.-S. Keith had thought to bring to a 
close his active military career in 191 1 when he 
retired — the possessor of the long service and 
good conduct medal — but the declaration of 
war against Germany found him a readv 
volunteer. In the bringing of our Battalion to 



its present efficiency Qr.-Master-Sergt. Keith 
has lent most valuable assistance, a fact that is 
in keeping with his splended reputation as an 
organiser. 

In connection with that faculty for organ- 
isation, it is interesting to recall that during the 
South African War, although not with the 
fighting forces, he rendered very valuable 
service in the necessary organisation and 
despatch of the troops. Indeed, his was among 
the first mentioned names in the commendatory 
order in connection with mobilization, his name 
being brought forward by the Commanding 
Officer of his district as one who had " rendered 
material assistance." What little we know of 
the red tape of the Army has long since led us to 
the conclusion that the powers that be are not 
prone to praise lavishly the most meritorious 
work, and to have been thus recognised is no 
mean distinction, and one of which the Quarter- 
Master-Sergeant may well feel proud. 

Incidentally, reference might be made to the 
excellent work done by him in the cause of 
temperance as one of the Royal Army 
Temperance Association, a body organised by 
Lord Roberts. 

Of his work with us it is impossible to say 
much. Closeted with Quarter-Master Slade, 
out of our sight, he plans and schemes so that 
the 17th Service Baltalion may enjoy every 
possible comfort, and that he has succeeded and 
earned our thanks need not be said. We 
heartily congratulate him on having attained the 
rank of warrant officer, conferred by recent 
Army Order. 

We level heaths and scatter 

The heather o'er the ground, 
On tins of warm dish water 

And grub that won't go round. 
For now we're in the Ar-r-rmy, 

And quartered down in Prees, 
We think we're ' Bernard ' lucky 

When we get bread and cheese. 

All good gifts around us 

Are sent from friends at liotne ; 

II V thank the Lord, ire thank the Lord, 
For any old ham-bone. 
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Since the Battalion lias come to Frees Camp, 

cricket, which tie looked forward to 

Cricket. while in Troon, has been started. 

The cricket outfit, which was 

presented to the Battalion, is an ideal one, and it is 

to be hoped that the cricketing members of the 

Battalion will take an interest in the game, and show 

their appreciation of the gift by turning out to 

practice and improving their game — all for the 

benefit of, and to keep up, the sporting records of the 

Battalion. 

The Cricket Club at Whitchurch kindly granted 
the use of their ground to the troops, and a large 
number turned out on Wednesday, 26th May, for 
net practice. On Saturday, 20th May, an XT., 
picked from the officers, X.C.O.'s and men of our 
Battalion, played an XI. of the Lonsdales (nth 
Border Regiment). We batted first, and after a 
very weak start ran up the total of 106 — a fairly 
good score considering the small amount of practice 
the players have had. The Lonsdales made a very 
good start and had 50 runs on for the first wicket. 
After the separation was effected, wickets fell at 
regular intervals, and the eighth wicket fell with 10 
runs wanted to win. Amidst great excitement the 
Lonsdales won a very fine sporting game. They 
won because of their steady bowling, good fielding, 
and good batting start ; they were assisted also by 
our careless batting and w r eak fielding — at least four 
possible catches being dropped. Some of our 
bowling was steady — especially the bowling of 
Pte. M' Allan, D Company, and Pte. Thorn, A Com- 
pany, and some of it was very erratic — due possibly 
to want of practice. The bright patches in our 
innings were supplied by L.-Cpl. Brodie, D Company, 
who played very refined cricket for 25 runs, and 
Pte. Whiteford, C Company, who hit merrily all 
round the wicket for 45 runs — the top score of the 
match. Captains Smith and Hogarth gave the 
Lonsdales a very good start with a useful stand of 
50 runs. Their cricket was very quiet, but very 
useful. 

A knock-out competition has been inaugurated 
by the Whitchurch Club. Company teams of 



8 players from the 16th and 17th Service Battalions 
H.L.I., and the Lonsdales have been entered. The 
system is Company eights drawn against one another, 
each Company bats an hour, and the one scoring the 
larger number of runs wins. The system may not 
be productive of brilliant cricket, but it is certain 
that some right good sport should be seen. 

The first match in the competition was played on 
Wednesday, 2nd June, at Whitchurch — C Company 
VIII. of our Battalion played A Company VIII. of 
the Lonsdales, and had a run-away victory, dispos- 
ing of the Lonsdales for 17, and then leisurely 
composing the good total of 75. C Company should 
give a particularly good account of itself in the 
competition, as they have a very strong batting side 
comprising such well-known West of Scotland 
players as Lieut. A. D. Laird, Pte. Waters, Scott, 
Whiteford and Gardiner, the last four being all 
members of the well-known Paisley team, Kelburne. 

Look out, boys, in the Battalion orders for Inter- 
Battalion cricket matches, turn out and lend the 
matches 3'our support. 



Owing to the weather, Association Football has 

been on the wane lately. Since we 

Association came to Frees we have seen a little 

Football. of the Association game, however, 

on the White Lion Meadow where 
we of the 97 th Infantry Brigade are encouraged to 
disport ourselves of an evening. Our Battalion had 
two fixtures on successive evenings, so it was 
considered advisable to allow our reserve team to 
maintain our reputation against the 15th H.L.I. 
The result was 2 goals each, and the game proved 
very interesting, the sides being evenly matched. 
On the following evening our best side took the 
field against the Lonsdales, and the result of 7 goals 
to 2 in our favour did not exaggerate our superiority. 
The features of the game were the combination and 
fine shooting of our forwards. A Company's game 
with A Company of the 2nd Glasgow was put off. 
Our B Company played the formidable B Company 
team of the 2nd Glasgow shortly after our arrival 
at Frees. The game was very evenly contested, but 
if anything, our team were a little fortunate in 
securing a draw, no scoring. On the same evening 
our C Company were opposed by the corresponding 
Company of the 2nd Glasgow, and won ver}' easily, 
proving their superiority. This was the first match 
in which C Company had tried the players posted 
from E Company, and with the new talent included, 
C Company should be about the best soccer players 
in the Brigade. They contributed seven players to 
the team which defeated the Lonsdales, and eight 
to the reserve team which drew with the Tramway- 
men. D Company have still to play their game 
with the corresponding Company of the 2nd Glasgow-. 
Their representatives in the Battalion team are still 
showing great prowess. 

***** 

At Gailes, the Depot Companies are still keen on 
soccer, and several matches have been played. 
E Company of ours defeated E Company of the 
16th by 5 goals to nil, after a very one-sided game. 
It is only fair to the losers, however, to say that 
they had not their best team playing. So far the 
Bantams have not been met, but a match between 
them and our Depot is to be arranged soon. 
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The Supernumerary L.-C. 

TJOW can the undoubted talents of the 
Supernumerary Lance-Corporals be best 
utilised ? 

By way of example, I shall mention a 

case in point. J , for many weeks has been 

nursing into being a moustache, and, at the 
halts, I have seen him furtively measure the 
rate of growth by means of the back-sight of 
his rifle showing that he is, in part at least, 
following the advice given by our tonsorial 
expert in the February issue. Xow, is it right 
that this carefully nurtured growth should 
remain unuseful, as well as unomamental ? 
The answer is in the negative. The producer 
is a Lance-Corporal, Supernumerary, and his 
natural proclivities should be pressed into the 
service without delay. Xow, some of our 
soldiers are weak in eyesight, and they have 
been passed b\' an old-fashioned, inefficient 
method. Let our above-mentioned friend take 
up the duties of an Eye-Tester, which duties 
he is so well qualified by Xature to assume. 
Tire procedure would be as follows : Xew 
recruits to be drawn up 10 paces from the Eye 
Tester. At the order : " 10 yards .... 
moustache in front .... gaze ! " the 
would-be soldier would scan the face carefully. 
The command would then be made : " Men 
seeing the object in front, fall out on the right 
flank ! " 

All men thus falling out would at once be 
proved liars, and struck off the strength of the 
battalion accordingly, as morally unfit to be a 
member of the 17th Service Battalion H.L.I. , 
' God's Own,' The 'Saintly Third.' 

The next order would be : " Four paces 
forward . . . march ! Can you dis- 
tinguish the objective now ? " 

Should the answers be in the affirmative, and 
if the umpires appointed are satisfied with their 
veracity, the recruits would be considered as 
having 1st class eyesight. If the object be 
distinguished at 4 paces, the recruit would be 
passed as 2nd class ; if at 2 paces the recruit 
could not distinguish the moustache, then he 
should be refused as failing to come up to the 
standard of this " fine bodv of men." 

Tonsorialitis. 



Chester. 

(~)H, where is the place that we all want to go 
^"^ To spend a few hours and a bob or so ? 
Well I'll tell you now, if you'd like to know, 
It's Chester. 

It stands on the banks of the river Dee, 
Invitingly calling whenever we're free ; 
And the ladies are sweet, between you and me, 
In Chester. 

We privates are learning the older we grow 
Some things in our life we oughtn't to know, 
For austerity slips from the N.C.O. 
In Chester. 

And now it would please me if I had the power, 
To seek from the chap, whose voice makes us cower, 
What he whispered to Maud 'neath King Charles' 
tower, 

In Chester. 

But then we all do it, for make no mistake, 
The maidens are willing, and all for our sake, 
To show 11s the sights for an amorous stake 
In Chester. 

So when we are forced from its beauties to part, 
And for other fields commanded to start, 
There will always remain a place in our heart 
For Chester. 

T. C. 



From the Greek. 

r^OOD Health, the finest thing on earth, 

Abide with me until I hop if ; 
You are the goods ; make life henceforth 

So ripping that I would not swop it. 
What fun can blighters wring from pelf. 

Who with the bhoys cannot go bursting ; 
It's grand to feel you are yourself, 

To fall a-hungering and thirsting. 
I'm sorry for the plutocrat, 

Rich as a dozen Pierpont Morgans, 
Whose fatty heart goes pit-a-pat, 

Who daily dopes his morbid organs. 
One ma}' not have a lot of oof, 
But health makes life an Opera bouffe. 

W. H. 
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T-JE was just beginning to feel fed-up when, 
after many weary days, Whit-Monday 
had arrived. He had been blameless the 
previous day, so extra drill had no horrors for 
him and, in a sense, he was free. In the old, 
sweet days he had been an artist and, since 
enlisting, he had been hard hit. Had they not 
taken his long, black locks, once the pride of his 
studio, and were they not desecrating his home 
in Chelsea by sending down " high heid yins " 
for instruction ? There was one thing, he had 
felt the pinch before, and the Army menu, 
therefore, did not trouble him. Perhaps in 
your heart you p:ty tlrs poor blameless artist, 
but he was as happy as ever. His chum, a 
disciple of the Deadwood Dick faith, also 
enjoyed the solitude of the wilds for the 
digestion of his literature, so naturally thev 
decided to live, at least for a day, the old 
Bohemian life that the Army had robbed them 
of. After a long stroll they came to the house 
with the striped gable where, close by, could be 
seen the lazy barge-horses pulling their burden 
on the placid canal. Vandyke, the artist, was 
unsettled ; he was disappointed with the scene 
and wished to be on the move again, bitt Dick, 



his chum, would not go on, replying " No' ae 
noo, and ye micht gie's peace tae finish ane 
chapter." Wandering tiround, the artist met 
an old woman who greeted him with the typical 
English, " Foine day." " Och yis, ay tae be 
surty, whatefter, ma guid wumman," replied 
the Scot in his mother tongue (?) " You'll be 
Scottish ? " ventured the old dame. Dick, 
seeing that a conversation was going on, came 
over and was in time to hear that the)" had just 
missed the treat of the season. The thought of 
missing a ' treat ' made them wild, and they 
listened with open ears to her tale. She 
informed them that the school children had just 
left for a sail up the canal in a barge, and she 
was sure that they would have been very 
welcome. The two pals looked at one another, 
then Dick swayed, clutched at Brown, missed 
him, and fell to mother earth. The thought of 
a slow-moving barge when he had been reading 
and dreaming of air ships, submarines, etc., 
made him sick, and when his eyes opened his 
only words were " Onward, onward ! " 
Vandyke was only too willing, and as an excuse 
to the good lad\' for their hurried departure he 
tendered the plea that his chum " Wis kin' o' 
licht abin the gravit," and required to be kept 
walking. The real reason was that they 
thought that in her English kindness she might 
call the barge back again, for not far away the 
horse could be seen grazing on the bank while 
some of the children were trying to coax it to 
move. 

After a respectable tramp, the happy pair 
came to an inn where an old horse was tied to 
the door-post. The owner was evidently in 
quenching his thirst. The horse caught the 
artist's eye. "It wis jist lovely" in his 
opinion, but Dick only remarked that he hoped 
it was not going near the camp as they might 
ask it to ' step inside.' Ten minutes later the 
sketching was commenced, but the artist's 
hand suddenly grew shaky. Footsteps' were 
heard pattering along the lane, and to a 
practised listener, these could be detected as 
those of a maiden. When she approached, the 
wicked Dick had the temerity to introduce 
himself, and inquired if she knew anything that 
was sketchable in the district, anything nice, 
in fact if she cared to oblige it would be a 
pleasure to them. At this point there was the 
usual hesitation, but it passed off as the carter 
called over to see if they were finished with 
his gee-gee. The wily artist evidently had a fresh 
inspiration to work on, as he answered back, 
" Na, I've only ae leg tae draw." The horsey 
man, not wishing to spoil the work of an artist, 
obliged, with a wink of his eye, by going in for 
another cider. Dick had still kept up the 
conversation with the lady. " Ye'll be fair 




bate," the artist could hear him say. " Will 
ye no' hae' a bit o' an airmy piece 1" — The only 
sandwich he had brought. 

" Oh, dear no," said the fair one, " it should 
be I that should bring refreshment to you." 

Being of an appreciative nature the two 
Bohemians were only too grateful and accepted 
the offer with relished joy. The lady had 
evidently heard of the Scots appetite as it 
required more maidens to assist in the carrying. 

" Guid criftens ! you're no' ill again," 
muttered the artist to Dick. 

" A'm dash shair an,' am no'. A'm jist fair 
llabbcrgasted. They're sic bonnie lassies." 

The luncheon was duly set out and paper 
napkins given to the soldiers in case they would 
spoil their good khaki, which is, of course, not 
their own, but Government property. 

There was plenty of tuck and fun, and, as the 
feast proceeded Vandyke the artist in an 
emotional voice proposed the toast " To the 
(Bohemian) Day," which has never been drunk 
in the annals of the army with such unparalleled 
enthusiasm . 

The repast finished, the festivities which go 
to make an enjoyable day were commenced. 

" All, at last we have found our Bohemia," 
whispered Dick to the artist. " What matters 
it noo tho' we're kept at Prees? I'll arrange a 
gowf match for Saturday. We canna pairt 
wi' sic freens." 

" But I canna plav," confided the artist to 
Dick. 

" Och ! man, I'm shair ye've bin a' this time in 
the airmy and ken that its no the chiel that does 
a' the talking that does the wark, and you're a 
gey guid blether." 

Saturday came after an anxious time for the 
artist, and at last the golf field was reached. 
The partners were arranged and the game 
commenced. Dick and his partner drove off 
first. Dick had a mighty drive, but Brown 
thought that if his partner were the same as 



Dick's, he would not look so bad. Then came 
the trying moment, Vandyke had to swipe it. 
He did his best, but after Dick had taken the 
sand out of his eyes, he remarked, " Awa' man, 
you're no' trench digging ! " 

" Ah ! weel," replied the artist, " Am think- 
ing that I had better be your cuddy ! " 

The partner who had heard a little Scots 
before, thought she saw a joke. 

It was now Vandyke's turn to play again, his 
ball having only gone a few yards. His stroke 
was a perfect beauty, in his opinion, but it went 
right into the centre of the river. 

" That's ae guid shot wasted," he remarked, 

but on second thoughts he recognised that fate 
had just intended it. 

" I'll need my pairtner tae help me tae fish it 
out," he said, and Dick nodded accordingly. 
On the road, he forgot, as usual, what he had 
gone for. Last day he had gone sketching and 
returned with a blank page ; to-day golfing, 
and it had gone out of his mind. Altogether 
his absentmindedness was terrible, but could 
you blame him ? He had left Troon only six 
weeks, and this was Merric England. 

W. S. 
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A COMPANY. 

W^E brought our course of training at Troon to a 
finish with a week's night work, and tor 
variety and determination it would be hard to beat. 
A modest example of one night's work is shewn on 
page 90 ante. The news of our transfer to our War 
Station put us all on the qui vive, as so many good- 
byes had to be said, with its usual batch of promises 
re corresponding. Will Troon ever forget the 
departure of the first train load, as slowly we slid 
away southward to somewhere in England ? Well 
done, fair maids, and we will shew that our feather- 
bed campaigning has not been derogatory to our 
military efficiency. As we whirled along the banks 
of the Nith, old Sol bade us farewell, slipping away 
lo the glorious west, we, plunging into the gloom of 
Carronbridge Tunnel. Our journey was devoid of 
anything exciting, and at 4 a.m., our railway journey 
was completed, leaving us a three miles' march to 
our new ' home. ' We wakened up Whitchurch with 
our hearty songs, the name and fame of Scotia being 
our commonest theme. A couple of days sufficed to 
accustom us to our new surroundings, during which 
time the Quartermaster's department fully justified 
itself. We had to take up duties immediately, 
making the necessary arrangements for the re- 
mainder's coming. The following forenoon was 
given over to shaving the Parade Ground, the 
afternoon to diverse occupations. 

Our energetic Non-Coins, procured a motor and 
scouted on towards Market Drayton, circuiting 
Hodnet on the return journey. Not even the most 
modest example of a Dundonald Hill was within 
view. Sunday's story ' Out of Bounds ' was most 
appropriate, in fact quite the bus-i-ness. Com- 
mencing on the following day, we entered a week's 
st udy at Musketry, and, with the exception of Koute 
Marches are still hard at it. The aforesaid Xon- 
Coms. paid a hurried visit to Chester, Hawarden, 
Flint, also to Mold,' returning via Wrexham. At 
Flint, one native, on being informed that we came 
from Scotland, put the question, ' But what do you 
do there ? The drive, particularly through Wales, 
was much appreciated, but, woe unto thee, Flint, 

not a p , no nothing, being open. The party, by 

some called the ' Keystone ' Fire Brigade, arrived 
safely at Hutdom. That name reminds me that 
our Company deserve praise for their rapid turn-out 
on the night of the fire alarm. What though one 
was in pyjamas and heavy marching order, we were 
all there in z\ minutes. Our expectations of a 
Zeppelin raid with an accompanying power(less) 
house were not realised. Company 'shun. Captain 
Neilson from our Company has been appointed to 
the important position of Brigade Machine Gun 
Officer, our Lieut. Gardner being officer in charge of 
our section. We are also proud of Sergt. Watson's 



performance at Aldershot. Not only did he win his 
cross-swords, the insignia of a first-class gymnastic 
instructor, but he has been asked to join the 
Aldershot staff. A valuable addition has been 
made to our staff by the arrival of O.C. Muscles, 
Staff Sergeant Shuttle, whom I am sure is remem- 
bered by all. Sticking our opponents whilst 
standing on our head will soon be as child's play to 
us. Rumour as lo our departure is of course as 
varied as ever, our destination being named the 
Dardanelles, per York. Why not ask everyone 
where he desires to go ? 

* * f 

B COMPANY. 

'"PHE transfer to our ranks of a large contingent 
A from E Company prior to departure from 
Troon forms one of the most important events in 
the history of the Company. We welcome in our 
midst those who were formerly members of B 
Company, notably Sergeants Eang and Cameron. 
We feel confident the new members of B Company 
will work hard and earnestly to preserve the high 
morale and efficiency which B Company has hitherto 
enjoyed. 

That we have so quietly settled down to the new 
conditions of life in Prees Camp is doubtless partly 
due to our adaptability and partly to the experience 
gained in Camp at Gailes. It is gratifying to 
observe that as in their tents at Gailes so in their 
huts at Prees, B Company can still set a model, and 
it must be a source of satisfaction to all ranks that 
their huts have been so favourably commented upon. 
It rests with every member to ensure that the 
reputation gained is maintained in this, one of the 
most important essentials in camp life, which more 
than' anything contributes to the health and 
comfort of all concerned. 

Since our advent to Prees our training has 
consisted principally of Musketry and Route 
Marching, but we look forward to resuming field 
manoeuvres at an early date. Our C.S.M. has been 
indefatigable in Musketry, and the result of his 
labours already shows in improvement in the 
handling of the rifle. Sergeant Shuttle's welcome 
reappearance will add variety to our work, and 
enable us to improve on our bayonet fighting. 

The members of B Company training with the 
Machine Gun Sections include Sergeant S. D. Reith, 
our senior Platoon Sergeant, Corpl. Parker and 
others, wdio have done good work in the Company 
since its formation. Should they be permanently 
attached, as seems probable, it will be a distinct loss 
to the Company, but we feel assured they will give 
a good account of themselves with the Machine 
Gun Section. 

Lieut. F. D. Morton has returned to Gailes to 
resume post of second in command of E Company. 
Lieut. R. Scott is posted Commander of No. 8 
Platoon vice Lieut. Morton, and Lieut. W. Alexander 
from E Company posted to No. 7 Platoon vice Lieut. 
Scott. 

Lieut. Begg has returned from a three weeks' 
Gymnasia Course at Aldershot, and we have to con- 
gratulate him on his appointment as Instructor of 
Physical Drill and Bayonet Fighting to the Brigade. 
We are glad to welcome Sergt. Cohen home again 
after a strenuous general course at Chelsea Barracks. 
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Further, seventeen members of B Company have 
departed to take up Commissions, viz. : Sergt. 
A. C. Baxter, L.-Corpls. A. G. Marshall and A. S. 
Klsworth, Privates J. Cowan, E. P. Rutherford, 
E. H. N. Stroud, A. W. Stroud, H. B. Taylor, 
I. Hamilton, G. G. Henderson, J. L. M'Connell, 
D. G. Younger, G. B. Walker, J. W. Fraser, W. A. 
Herron, E. Dobson, J. N. Carpenter. 

Since leaving Troon our sports have teen some- 
what restricted. Football is on the wane owing to 
warmer weather, but a few evening Inter-Company 
Matches have been played. B Company did well 
to draw their match with the formidable D Company 
XI., of the 16th Service Battalion H.L.I. , reckoned 
to be the strongest Company team in the Brigade. 

A satisfactory start was made with cricket 
practice in the last week of May, on the ground 
kindly lent by the Whitchurch Club. The Battalion 
is fortunate in being splendidly equipped with 
cricket material, and each Compan}' has been able 
to carry out net practice independently. In the 
first round of the Brigade Inter-Company Knock-out 
Competition, B Company have drawn a bye. From 
the form shown at the nets the Company should be 
able to put quite a good XI. in the field. 

4, „*, „t„ 

C COMPANY. 

TT is probable that in this number, all the talk 
will be about our change of address. Well, so 
far as C Company are concerned, we, in every sense 
of the saying, have made ourselves at home. 
Incidentally, it would seem that our conquests of 
the fair sex already reach as far afield as Chester, 
Shrewsbury, and even more remote places. Of 
course this may be a very perverted view of making 
oneself at home ! 

Paradoxically, we are glad and sorry to make 
reference to Captain Keilson, whose coming to the 
Company the other week was hailed with joy. As 
we write, alas, orders have it that he is no longer 
connected with C. Well ! well ! after all, this is a 
world of meetings and partings, joys and sorrows, 
and we can only stifle our regrets to extend hearty 
congratulations to the Captain on his appointment 
to the important position of Brigade Machine Gun 
Company Commander. The writer, with other 
members of the Company has had personal contact 
with Captain Neilson in regimental matters, and 
much admired the zealous manner in which he 
interested himself in our Company affairs right from 
the beginning of his appointment as second in 
command. We shall watch his progress in his new 
appointment with very great interest. 

By the way, talking of appointments, C Company 
furnishes more duties than any other Company in 
the battalion. To briefly enumerate these : — 
Sergt. M. Drummond, in charge of the rifle range; 
Bugle-Major W. Paterson ; Signaller Sergt. H. W. 
Duffus ; Pioneer Sergt. W. Beck; Provost Sergt . 
P. B. Watson ; Master Shoemaker Sergt. J . 
MTntyre ; L.-Corpl. J. S. Anderson, Postman ; 
several Battalion signallers, pipers, drummers, 
buglers, sloremen, etc., who are always employed on 
Battalion duties. 

Several aquatic members of the Company are 
bemoaning the fact of there being no seashore here, 
whereon to disport themselves, but it is a consola- 



tion to know that there is a little drop of fresh water, 
in which one may continue to imitate the lower 
amphibious creation, a short distance away in an 
" E. by N.E." direction. This for the benefit of 
those who " know " their compass. We indulge in 
all sports; could we not now form a water polo team, 
which game would be appreciably cooler than dry- 
land football in this airless country ? How we all 
sigh for the ozone again ; but like good soldiers we 
settle down wherever the powers that be care to 
place us. 

In common with other Companies, we shall be 
glad when the other rifles arrive. Indeed, it will be 
a day of great rejoicing, for we have several " shots " 
who are positively dying to make a few " possibles " 
on the target preparatory to coming in contact with 
the Hun. 

When we came here it was expected that there 
would be some variation in our training, but, 
unfortunately, the lie of the land does not afford 
much facility for any new departures. Here again, 
however, we rest contented. It is quite a good 
thing to attain absolute proficiency in all drill, 
loading, bayonet-fighting, visual training, etc., and 
route marches in the surrounding country are 
proving a mental feast, as well as highly beneficial to 
the muscles. Also, there is the joy of anticipation 
whilst on the march, of that refreshing spray bath, 
which seems to make camp life twice as easy. In 
the old canvp days, the only spray bath was a pail 
of cold water emptied over the back, as one stood in 
a state of nudity in some corner, dreading, yet 
hoping to receive it. 

It is very gratifying to notice how the sick parade 
has dwindled down to very small numbers, which 
goes to prove that the Battalion is daily improving 
in hardiness and endurance. 

In conclusion, we must say that we like Prees, but 

we wonder , ah, we wonder, what will be the 

outcome of the many rumours which are flying 
around. 



D COMPANY. 

'"THE past month has been rather lacking in 
A events of any great interest, with the excep- 
tion of the move to our present station. The send- 
off that the Company got will live long in the 
memory of most of us, for more reasons than one. 
Considering that we had been running about Troon 
all day saying good-bye to our many friends, and 
also that we were all in the last train, the manner in 
which the Company left the Esplanade for the last 
time was very creditable. The scene at the station 
will not be easily forgotten. After practically 
lighting our way through the crowds round the 
entrance we found the platform illuminated here 
and there with acetylene flares, which gave every- 
thing a rather weird aspect. At last Major Paul 
had seen everybody safely aboard, and the train 
moved out of the station. Who will ever forget the 
lines of ghostly faces, the waving handkerchiefs, 
and the ringing cheers which we echoed in cheers of 
our own. Truly Troon did us well. 

Like the other Companies in the Battalion, we 
settled down to the new life very quickly, and 
opinion is unanimous that the hnts are very 
comfortable. The distance of the camp from any 
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large centre is rather unfortunate, but this seems to 
be no obstacle in the path of our budding Don 
Juaus, judging from the regularity with which 
their names appear on the list of passes. 

A month or so ago we prophesied concerning our . 
late second in command, Captain Xeilson, but we 
never anticipated such an early fulfilment. In the 
words of Brigade Orders, Captain Neilson obtained 
a certificate of specially high standard in the 
Machine Gun Course, and we would like to add 
1) Company's congratulations to the many lie has 
already received." Corpl. Kllery is back from 
Aldershot with all the latest ideas in Swedish Drill, 
and is Sergt. Shuttle's right hand man, thereby 
adding more glory to the Company, and at the same 
time some lovely beaten brass work to the sleeve of 
his tunic. 

Every member of the Company, and Xo. 14 
Platoon in particular, were exceedingly sorry to 
hear about the accident which happened to Mr. 
Gallie, in being kicked by a horse. It might have 
been very much worse, and he was fortunate in 
escaping 'so lightly. Mr. Gallie is at present on 
leave and we wish "him a speedy recovery, and hope 
to see him back at Prees soon. 

The departure of the Battalion from Troon was 
marred by an unfortunate drowning accident which 
took place the dav before we left, resulting in the 
death of Pte. D. M. M'Kenzie. The circumstances 
were particularly sad as Pte. M'Kenzie was going 
on furlough on the afternoon that he met his death. 
He remarked to some of his chums in the billet that 
he was going for a last bathe in Troon and it is 
presumed that in diving from the springboard he 
struck the bottom, as he was a strong swimmer. 
The incident cast a gloom over the Company, and 
over the whole Battalion. The funeral procession, 
with military honours, from the Parish Church to 
the station, was a most impressive sight, and was 
witnessed by a large number of the public. Pte. 
M'Kenzie was of a very bright disposition, and his 
loss is deeply felt particularly amongst his own 
chums. His remains were sent to his native place, 
Bonar-Bridge, Sutherlandshire, lor interment. 

Athletics have been rather neglected lately, but 
we will soon settle down to the old nay of working. 
In the Battalion team which defeated the Lonsdales, 
we had three representatives, Sergt. Turnbull, 
Sergt. M' Andrew and L.-Gorpl, Roberts. Cricket 
has made a good start, judging from the number of 
enthusiasts who adjourn to Whitchurch on sports 
day to have a game on the fine ground, kindly lent 
by" the Whitchurch C.C. There are rumours of 
boxing and wrestling matches, and the outcome is 
awaited with great interest. 

There is a storv going the round of the Company 
just now which will bear re-telling here. One day 
recently a platoon was engaged in that most 
exhilarating pastime, " judging distance," under its 
Platoon Commander, and under the watchful eye 
of the Major. The Platoon Commander had placed 
live men out at various distances partially concealed, 
and was taking each man in turn to spot them. 
After having one or two men out, the Platoon 
Commander came to one man who could see four. 
" Well," he said, " which is the one you can't see." 
This takes the biscuit, and beats the yarn about 
fixed bayonets at the trail, into a cocked hat. 
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Gailes, }ist May, 1915. 



\ FTER many months, we can sing once again 
-^^ the old refrain, " Here we are ! Here we are ! 
etc." Since our departure for Troon in October, 
Gailes has altered considerably, and is now a 
comfortable camping ground, which woidd be hard 
to beat. 

Our leave-taking of the Battalion had a touch of 
sadness attached to it, and despite our outward 
appearance of happiness, it was with heavy hearts 
that we left the old familiar parade ground, and 
journeyed via Portland and Barassie streets for 
our present home. After being together for so 
many months, it was hard to leave our comrades, 
more especially because the majority of them had 
been separated from us only the day before. A few, 
indeed, had to journey to Gailes for their kit, which 
had been sent there in readiness for their arrival. 
However a soldier's life is one of obedience, and 
although they had no opportunity of seeing their 
friends or relations, they had no choice but to obey. 
It was indeed a skeleton Company which left Troon 
on that Wednesday afternoon under command of 
Captain Cassels, but our smallness did in no way 
aliect the heartiness of the send off. After the 
Colonel had spoken a few farewell words to us, we 
were soon making our own way, between rows of 
Troonites, who to judge by their remarks were 
indeed sorry to see the departure of the 
" Bluebottles." 

Their expressions of sympathy may have been 
incited by the fact that we were now to leave behind 
us our " featherbed " existence for the supposedly 
harder bed of camp life. Much to our surprise, 
however, the latter turned out to be, if not quite as 
comfortable as the former, then not very far short 
of it. The huts in which we are now quartered are 
far in advance of the tents which we used during 
our first stay in Gailes, and no complaint can be 
made regarding their comfort-" and healthiness. 
Our feeding calls for some little remark, and 
although on occasion might be greatly improved, is 
by no means bad. The everlasting bread and jam, 
bread and jam, etc., is often varied by cheese and 
sometimes bacon, the latter while being tasty is not 
present in quantity, and the hut commander has 
very often a struggle to satisfy the calls of all. 

So much for our departure and the huts, now for 
the sterner portions of army life. We still have squad 
drill, although the large number of N.C.O.'s some- 
times causes a little confusion, and the seniors 
struggle hard to avoid having to form fours. 

We have now " The Bantams " as our neighbours, 
and a right lively crew they are. In the ranks of 
their officers is Lieut. Dobbie, as no doubt everyone 
knows, while Lieut. Angus is considered one of the 
most promising " Subs." in the 15th H.L.I. 

We were on duty the first week of our arrival at 
Gailes, and lasted some of the pleasures of fatigue 
work. Xearly every man in the Company was 
suffering from " backache " as a result of many 
hours of " cleaning the lines," a duty which had to be 
very thoroughly done in view of the visit of the 
Brigadier-General to the camp. As a result of this 
no member of E Company is now ever seen to throw 
down a cigarette end or a match ! On one after- 
noon when the Company was engaged in picking up 



stones from the parade ground, some passers by 
mistook us for the " Bantams." 

Bathing parades have been quite numerous, 
thanks to the fine weather. It was a fine sight to 
see our stalwarts route-marching seawards in the. 
hope of reaching swimming depth. The proximity 
of the sea is one of the great advantages of the cam]), 
and the remark was frequently heard, " wouldn't 
the boys at Prees enjoy this ? " 

Physical Drill has become more lively at Gailes, 
and no one has yet been seen sleeping during this 
parade. The obstacles in the camp consisting of 
jumping and vaulting beams, an inclined plank 
leading to a narrow six foot jumping board, a ditch 
for the broad jump, and a ten foot wooden wall 
enabled us to vary the old familiar exercises. 
Surmounting the wall is perhaps our strongest point, 
and it is rumoured the police suspect the Company 
of harbouring some expert cracksmen and prison 
breakers, in view of our adeptncss. 

Some special training has been given the X.C.O.'s 
in bayonet fighting, etc. They also had the 
privilege of attending several lectures to the officers, 
which were both instructive and interesting. 
Unfortunately, one or two N.C.O.'s fell asleep and 
thus missed learning many valuable points about 
military law. 

Recruits have not been coming down to join us as 
rapidly as is necessary if our Company is to reach 
its establishment soon, but the efforts of Sergts. 
YVattie and Thomson and Corpl. Tail, who were on 
recruiting duty in Glasgow, will, it is hoped, result 
in substantial progress being made. It is under- 
stood that a number of other X.C.O.'s are not averse 



to a week's recruiting duty in Glasgow ! However, 
the additions to our ranks are all good fellows, and 
we have done our best to make them welcome. 

So far the sport which has received the largest 
number of devotees is soccer, and already a Hut 
league is under way. Only preliminary matches 
have been played, but to-morrow will see the ball 
open in the true sense. To prove that the X.C.O.'s 
are by no means a spent force, a match was played 
between them and the Officers. The latter appeared 
to have more knowledge of " rugger " than " soccer" 
and through the inability of some were beaten quite 
easily by 5 goals to nil. For the losers Lieut. Orr 
played quite a forceful game, as no doubt a few of 
the X.C.O.'s can prove, and in the second half 
provided some good runs on the wing. For the 
winners, Sergt. Wattie was one of the stars, and 
completely bottled up the left wing of the opposi- 
tion, while Corpl. Mackay at left back proved that 
his knowledge of the game is by no means that of a 
juvenile. Sergt. M'Taggart and Corpl. Harvie 
made an excellent right wing, and some very pretty 
combination resulted between the two. The latter 
accounted for no fewer than 4 of the goals, while 
the former in his eagerness to score placed a corner 
kick beautifully between the posts, but as nobody 
touched the ball, the goal was rightly disallowed. 

Full advantage is being taken of the facilities 
offered for golf, and the Dundonald Course is very 
much in favour. So far no matches have been 
arranged, but there is some talk of the X.C.O.'s 
giving the Officers an opportunity of reversing the 
result of the football match. Perhaps in the next 
issue we may be able to publish the result of such a 
game. 




Drawn by 



Pte. Thomsan. 



KOUTE MARCH IMPRESSIONS— SHROPSHIRE. 
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Sub-Editorial. 




After our being in huts in Prees Heath for a 

few weeks, we are preparing for 

In Camp, another move, and perhaps by the 

time this Magazine is on sale, we 

shall have arrived at our new camp. Our stay 

in huts, containing thirty odd men, has not 

been conducive to overwhelming contributions. 

During one visit to a certain hut, one of our 

writers was endeavouring to pen an immortal 

poem while four merry and irresponsible souls 



were shuffling about the premises singing nigger 
minstrelsy at the pitch of their powerful 
voices. A hand of nap at a table-end on which 
an ardent artist is embodying a delicate sketch 
is certainty embarrassing, and the wonder is 
that so much that is good and publishable has 
come to us, when all the factors of instability 
and disintegration are so powerfully represented 
in the huts. However, the experiences of camp 
life here should yield a good crop of MSS. in 
time, once the bhoys settle down to their new 
quarters. 

***** 

Last month's Outpost has gone exceedingly 
well, and now that we have a depot 

' Stuff.' company at Gailes, while the 
Battalion is on a roving commission, 
we should get a journal of a varied and amusing 
kind. Those men who have the knack of 
taking good snapshots should send in their 
prints at once, and always keep their eyes open 
for a good picture now that our stravaiging 
days open new vistas. 

MSS. for the July issue should be in our hands 
on or before Tuesday, 29th June. 



Contributions in prose and verse are solicited on 
all subjects, and we would appeal to every member 
of the Battalion to assist, especially with short 
notes for the columns under the various headings. 



Route Marching. 

"TXUSTY and dry, 'neath a cloudless sky and a 

broiling, scorching sun. 
We plod along with a laugh and a song, and a bit 

good-humoured fun ; 
With never a breeze to stir the trees, and hardly a 

breath of air 
To fan the face, as we keep the pace, en route for 

anywhere. 

We think, at whiles, of the many miles we've trod, 
and have still to go, 

But the pleasantest way of passing the day is never 
to try to know 

Exactly how far you presently are from the restful 
ease of camp, 

But with head in the air, and a vacant stare, con- 
tinue the trail of the tramp. 



Civilians may talk of doing a walk of a paltry mile 

or so 
In the cool of the day, when children play and 

zephyr breezes blow ; 
But give them a pack to put on their back, and 

twenty miles instead. 
And nothing to eat but a slice of meat between two 

bits of bread ! 

Though our shoulders stoop, and spirits droop, as 
we tramp and trudge along, 

We have still a jest to crack wi' the best, or a 
rhythmic, swinging song ; 

And though we're hot as a melting pot, and 
decidedly ill at ease, 

We'll never forget, however we fret, our route- 
marching at Prees. 

J. L. H. 
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Relief of Belgians 

9916 IN SCOTLAND. 



DONATIONS should, oe sent to 
THE SECRETARY, 

Glasgow Corporation Belgian Committee, 

62 Bothwell Street, GLASGOW. 

THOMAS DUN LOP, Lord Provost. 
ALEX. WALKER, Secretary. 

KIPLING STORIES are 'JUST SO.' 



[^SERVICE BOOTS are JUST IT. 



BOTH ARE UNSURPASSABLE. 



Sole District Agents:— 'Phone 55. 

*- UNDERWOOD & CO. -* 

12 High Street, WHITCHURCH, SALOP. 
REPAIRS a Speciality. SJSS?"°- 
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Telegrams : 
"GIBB, Grocer.' 



(T 
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Telephone : 76. 



CHARLES GIBB 



& 



-^ 



£> 



familp Grocer, Wine iRercbant, 
and Confectioner, 

25 & 27 AYR STREET, TROON. 



mmr unsurpassed for quality. -« 

IMPORTANT. 

Visitors to Troon wanting FURNISHED HOUSES should apply to the above 
address for the most up-to-date House List. 

PRICE LIST FREE ON APPLICATION. 
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MACKENZIE'S 

Extra Spec al 

STRAIGHT-CUT 
CIGARETTES 

• ~Ss.. that makes them specially 

^» enjoyable to the out-of- 

IV rf* door man. It is their 

'*& P ur l ^' l ^eir careful 

* r manufacture and packing. 

They smoke at once 

freely a. d steadily — not 

sparking or burning unevenly 

1Cfor4id. 20for9d 

Thepriceisinoderate. The quality 
is equal to the finest liand-inade 
cigarette, and MACKENZIE'S are 
beyond comparison with low grade 
papery sickly cigarettes — now so 
largely bought — and thrown away 
hair-smoked. MACKENZIE'S are 
true to the end. 

MACKENZIE & CO., 
Manufacturers, GLASGOW. 
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SAVOURED OY i.ANO ^b 3£A 



%M^,. 




^CIGARETTES 

10-3120-6 



SOLD EVERYWHERE 

Mackenzie &c° 
GLASGOW 





"CONSOLIO" 

Regd. 

2/6 3/6 

Dry . Cool . Sweet . Clean 



MACKENZIE & CO. 

:: Manufacturers, GLASGOW. :: 
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THE LEADING HOUSE 



We have long been acknowledged the Leading House for 

Highland Dress. 

Dignity and grace are the outstanding characteristics of 
LAWRIE'S Highland Costumes. 



In the matter of 



Highland Bagpipes too, 

our name and fame is known all over the world. 



WE ONLY MAKE BEST QUALITY GOODS. 



R. G. LAWRIE, 



60 RENFIELD ST., GLASGOW. 



Branch- EDINBURGH. 
Branch— LONDON. . . 




SWAN HOTEL, 



Whitchurch, Salop. 



?ir$t=Clas$ familp ana Commercial Botch 



MODERATE TARIFF. 
BUS meets all Trains. 



GARAGE. 



PETROL. 



Telephone 28. 



Proprietress: (Miss) M. J. OWEN. 
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THE 



SPORTSMAN'S 
EMPORIUM, 

103 ST. VINCENT STREET, 



Telephone No. 
CENTRAL 6895. 



GLASGOW. 



the LEADING HOUSE for 

GOLF, FOOTBALL, . 
HOCKEY, ORIOKET, . 
CHESS, DOMINOES, 

AND ALL. OTHER 

SPORTING & ATHLETIC GOODS. 




By Appointment. 



SORLEY 



JEWELLERS AND SILVERSMITHS 
TO HIS MAJESTY THE KING. 



Watch and Clock Makers to the Admiralty. 



WRISTLETS FOR THE SERVICE. 



RADIO LUMINOUS WATCHES 



Gold, Silver 

and 

Nickel Cases. 
□ 

Plain Dials 
from 21/= 




Every Watch 
Guaranteed. 



Luminous Dials 

from 25/= 



Chapters and Hands are illumined by a Radio compound which enable the Time to be seen in the DARK. 



93 ftp 97 SAINT VINCENT STREET, 



Telephones { £gg | Central. 



GLASGOW. 



-r , f "SORI.EY, 

Telegrams < ,, ' 

b I. Glasgow. 
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FRESH MILK DAILY. 



COUNTRY EGGS AND BUTTER. 



Stewart's Dairies, 

29 Ayr Street, and 50 Portland Street, 
— = TROON. — — 



Specialities -HOME-BAKED . . 
SCONES AND POTTED MEAT. 



ORDERS 
PUNCTUALLY DELIVERED. 



.SPORT OUTFITS. 

GOLF. FOOTBALL. CRICKET. 

TENNIS. RUNNING. BOXING. 



LARGEST 
STOCK . . 



Leading House in Scotland for Athletic 
and Sporting Outfits and Indoor Games. 



LOWEST 
PRICES. 



CAREFUL ATTENTION GIVEN TO MILITARY ORDERS. 



F. A. LUM LEY'S Athletic Stores, 

80 <S 82 SAUCHIEHALL STREET (Renfieid St. Comer), GLASGOW. 



J. A. HARDIE, 



HAIRDRESSER & CHIROPODIST, 



10 Portland Street, TROON. 

Get your RAZORS PUT RIGHT by us. ::: WE GUARANTEE SATISFACTION. 

N.B.— CHIROPODY. By appointment only. 

WILLIAM MALCOLM, ■' s ^^t^^ . 

The CROSS, TROON. 



Choice Selections of all kinds of Fish in their season at Keenest Prices. 



A Call will be made every 
Morning for Orders if desired. 



-»a 



Telephone Orders promptly 
attended to. 'Phone 59. 
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The Superiority of the " REID «S TODD 

CAMP^KIT 

Has been recognised by the Officers of many Regiments— notably of the H.L.I. — 
They are well pleased with Quality and Price. 



» 



Camp Kit, 



composed of 



£7 10 O 



Bed in Bag, Wash Bath, and Basin in 
Bag, Folding Chair, Pillow, Folding 
Table, Pail, in Officer's Regulation Kit 
Bag complete, - 

Wolseley Valise, - 

Officer's Kit Bag, 

Sleeping Bag, = 

Sam Browne Belt with Holster complete, 40, 



Camp Kit, composed 

Bed in Bag, Folding Chair and Pail, 
Wash Bath and Basin in Bag, all 
fitted in large Waterproof Bag with 



of- 



brass handle and padlock complete, - £5 10 O 

Details. 

55/- I Cork Mattress, - 12/6 

Water Bottle (Aluminium), - - 12/6 

Water Bottle (Nickel Silver), - - 15/6 

Waterproof Ground Sheet, - - 10/6 



55,- 
22/6 



Etc., Etc. 



REID & TODD, 



8 RENFIELD STREET, 

GLASGOW. - 



To Photographers. 



I stock all Sizes in 
Roll Films, Papers, etc. 

Your Films developed 
and printed in 48 hours 
in First -Class Style. 



LEONARD LEE, mp.s., 

Dispensing and Photographic Chemist, 
27 HIGH STREET 

(Next Door to Town Hall), 

WHITCHURCH. 



SHAVE, SIR? 



TRY 

E. C. BURQE, 

Hairdresser & Tobacconist, 

6 High Street, Whitchurch. 

SPECIAL MIXTURE 

: : From 4-d. per Oz. : 

□ 

High = Class Hairdressing. 



Scotland's Leading Florists . 



MALCOLM 
CAMPBELL 



LIMITED 



65 ST. VINCENT STREET, GLASGOW 



^ 

Marriage and Presentation Bouquets 
:: :: a Speciality. :: :: 



Wreaths and other Floral 

Large Stock of Decorative 
Devices made up on shortest 



notice by our large staff of 
artistes 



Plants at our Nurseries, 
Kelvinside and Scotstounhill. 



ESTIMATES GIVEN FOR ALL KINDS OF DECORATIONS. 
ORDERS TAKEN AT ANY OF OUR BRANCHES. 



WM. ANDERSON & SONS, Ltd., 



■ Military Outfitters, ■ 

Mufti Tailors and Breeches Makers. 



ESTABLISHED 1868. 




EDINBURGH PREMISES. 



UNIFORMS AND ACCOUTREMENTS of correct Regulations supplied for all 

Branches of His Majesty's Army. 

OFFICIAL TAILORS to the Officers of many of the Scottish Regiments. 



* * * 



EDINBURGH : 

14 George Street. 



GLASGOW : 

106 Hope Street 

(Near Central Station). 
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